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Ruin  from  man  is  most  conceal'd  when  near. 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow  ! 
Is  this  the  flight  of  fancy  ?.  would  it  were  ! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  Himself, 
That  hideous  sight— a  NAKSD  human  heart? 

YOUNC. 

You've  wrong'd  me  all,  and  on  you  all— but  hold— 
1  form  Revenge  too  mighty  to  be  told ! 

Ovid's  Efisxta*. 
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THE 


EVE  OF  SAN-FIETJRO. 


CHAP.  I. 


'^  All  places,  that  the  eye  of  Heaven  visits, 
Are,  to  the  wise  man,  ports  and  happy  havens  ; 
Teach  thy  necessities  to  reason  thus: 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity." 

Shakespeare. 


Erom  a  quiet  slumber  of  three  hours, 
Viola  was  asvakened  by  the  burning 
rays  of  the  sun  darting  full  upon  her 
face.  She  arose  from  her  couch,  re- 
freshed both  in  body  and  mind,  arid 
most  anxious  for  the  arrival  of  the 
Marchese,  that  she  might  get  over,  as 
soon  as  possible,  the  (h'eaded  meeting 
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with  her  lover,   and  know  at  once  the 
extent  of  lier  expectations  on  his  fa- 
ther.    That  she  siiould  he  under  the 
necessity  of  looking  forward  to  these 
expectations,   certainly   mortified    and 
wounded  her  ;  for  slie  had  a  lofty  spi- 
rit,  and  one  that  could  ill  hrook  de- 
pendance  on  a  heing  she  neither  lo\ed 
nor  esteemed  ;  yet  she  felt  also,  that 
there  \vas  more  true  elevation  of  sen- 
timent,  in  submitting  to  our  necessi- 
ties with  forbearance  and  resignation, 
than  by  making  useless  opposition  to 
inevitable  evils ;    since   she  had    now 
lost  all  that^  could  make  her  ])resent 
situation   desirable,    surely  it  was  no 
longer   to   be  regretted ;    and   though 
she  could  not  exist  to  those  fond  and 
relative  connexions  which  render  life  .a 
blessing,  she  mu.st  live  to  the  (li.sciiarge 
of  such  duties  as  would  make  it  sup- 
portable:   ''  and,'"  she  exelaiuicd,  \\lu\t\ 
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her  wliole  fixce  beamed  with  animation, 
^'  I  sliall  at  least  find  happiness  in   Hie 
certainty  that  Albenza  enjoys  it  !  for 
though  from  pole  to  pole  divided,   this 
anxious  heart,  true   as  the  needle  to 
its  centre,   will  ever   vibrate   to   each 
beat  of  his  !  blov/n  on  each  gale,  that 
gives  me  life  and  motion,  shall  I  in- 
hale his  pleasures  and  liis  pains,  share 
in  his  sorrows,    suffer  in   his  griefs  ; 
and  the  last  sigh  that  wafts  my  care- 
worn soul  back  to  the  only  Father  it 
ever  knew,  shall  be  to  beg  a  blessing 
on  Albenza  !    Ah  I"   she   adcled,    with 
a  sigh  that  expressed  rather  the  settled 
gloom  of  despair,  than  the  serenity  of 
resigned   dejection,   '^  I    will   learn  to 
think  that  the  sun  shines  out  of  Terra 
di  Lavora,  to  banish  remembrance,  to 
forget  that  ever  I  loved,  that  ever  I 
was  cherished  1"     Involuntarily,  as  if 
the  idea  had  presented  'them  for  the 
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last  time,  she  gazed  over  the  plains, 
the  fields,  the  woods,  once  consecrated 
to  delight,  as  valued  friends,  from 
whom  she  was  about  to  separate  eter- 
nally ;  yet  not  long  was  this  sad  solace 
permitted  ;  for  her  humid  eyes,  as  if  in 
pity  to  her  heart,  obscured  the  view,;ind 
again  were  turned  inward  to  herself.  A 
knockingatherchamber-doornowcaus- 
ed  her  to  start  from  her  seat,  and  give 
entrance  to  Laurentine,  who,  surprised 
at  not  seeing  her  as  usual  in  the  saloon, 
at  the  breakfast  hour,  had  come  to 
offer  her  refreshment ;  for  this  kind 
motive  Viola  thanked  her,  but  she  soon 
perceived  her  visit  had  more  than  one 
intention,  for  she  cautiously  closed 
the  door,  and  only  seemed  to  wait  a 
slight  interrogation,  to  un burthen  her- 
self of  a  weight  of  intelligence,  ^'iola, 
who  guessed  her  uK'aning  by  her  looks,, 
soon  gave  her  an  opportunity,  by  an 
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inquiry,  *'  if  any  farther  news  had  ar- 
rived of  the  Marchese  ?" 

*'  Oh,  Signiora  !  here's  a  sad  piece 
of  work  brewing  up  I'm  afraid  !"  ex- 
claimed the  waiting  maid  ;  "Marco 
arrived  by  seven  o'clock  this  morning, 
with  orders  to  prepare  every  thing  for 
the  reception  of  the  Signior  his  master, 
M  ho  is  to  be  here  to-day :  to  be  sure, 
misfortunes  never  come  single/* 

*'  Gracious  Heaven  !  Laurentine, 
what  mean  you  ?  what  misfortunes  can 
have  befallen  Albenza,  cried  Viola," 
turning  paler  than  her  own  garment. 

*'  Oh  no,  Signiora,"  answered  Lau- 
rentine, "  it  is  not  to  be  yet ;  it  would 
not  be  decent,  you  know,  so  soon  af- 
ter my  poor  dear  Lady's  death  ;  though 
Marco  tells  me  she  is  to  be  tiirust  into 
B  3  '  the 


6 

the  earth  almost  bcfoic  she's  cold  ; 
ibr  he  has  brouglit  a  letter  for  the  Fa- 
tlier  Zanotti,  from  my  Lord  the  Mar- 
ehesc,  ^vhich,  he  says,  desires  tliat  my 
Lady  may  be  buried  on  tlie  night  after 
to-niorro\v%  wliich  is  only  three  days 
aft^r  h,er  d^ath." 

''  Good  Providence  f  said  Viola, 
raising  her  pieek  eyes  to  Heaven,  "  are 
the  persecutions  of  this,  the  best  of 
thy  creatures,  to  extend  even  to  the 
grave  ?  Oh,  I  had  better  speed  me  from 
this -mansion  !  misery — piigevy^—I  f^ej 
await  me  in  my  stay  !  I  will  write  to 
the  Abbess  of  the  Santa  Ursulina  !  I 
will  away  before  the  arrival  of  this  un- 
feeling man — before  the  malice  l\e  bore 
to  hei;,  be  ej^tended  to  th^  wretched 
object  of  her  protection  !  Alas  1  Al- 
benza,  how  nuist  thy  heart  bleed  at 
tjie  indignities  offered   tp  th,e  sacred 
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remains  of  one  Mdiom  so  much  you 
Iionoured  and  revered  !'' 

*'  I  WARRAis^T  it  does,  Signiora,  for 
tliat  matter  ;  it  is  a  noble  one,  I  ant 
sure,  and  a  pity  it  is  that  it  should 
ever  meet  a  cross  or  disappointment." 

*'  True,  my  good  girl ;  an^  it  is  a 
sad  one,  to  return  in  the  hope  of  being 
pressed  to  the  tender  breast  of  a  parent, 
and  then  find  that  breast  chill  smA 
senseless." 

**  Aye  ;  I  rchieiiiber  I  thought  so, 
Sfghiora,"  replied  L^iirehtine,  ''  when 
my  Lady  gave  me  leave  to  go  to  Naples 
to  see  mine  :  when  I  got  to  the  door, 
my  poor  mother  was  a  corpse :  yet  I 
did  not  mean  that  kind  of  disappoint- 
ment eithei*,  Signiora  ;  1  ineant  love ; 
B  4    .  'tis 


'tis  the  hardest  thing  of  all  to  be  cipst 
that  way. " 

"  Love!"  said  Viola,  blushing; 
''  love  !  is  the  Signior  in  love,  Lau- 
rcntine  ?'' 

"  So  Marco  tells  me,  Signiora,"  an- 
s\yered  the  girl ;  *'  indeed  its  only  what 
I  used  to  think  myself;  and  if  I  thought 
you  would  not  be  angry,  I'd  tell  you 
all  about  it." 

**  Oa  no,"  said  Viola,  who  deter- 
mined to  feel  callous  to  every  thing 
she  heard,  ^'  I  cannot  now  be  hurt  at 
any  thing." 

*'  Why  then,  Signiora,"  said  Lau- 
rentine,  who  now  thinking  herself  a 
person  of  importance,    took   her  seat 
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near  the  table,  I'll  tell  you  all;  but, 
Santa  Marie  !  I  forgot  you've  had  no 
breakfast." 

*'  Nor  do  I  want  any,"  replied  Vi- 
ola, in  a  broken  voice  ;  '*  /  must  feain 
to  feed  on  sorrow." 

''  Do^'t  say  so,  Signiora,"  answer- 
ed her  companion,  half  sobbing;  *' I 
am  sure  my  poor  Lady  would  walk  the 
castle  if  she  thought  so,  though  I  am 
not  such  a  behever  in  spirits  as  some 
folks."  She  now  proceeded  to  inform 
her  she  had  heard  from  ]\farco  (who 
WBs  her  lover,)  that  the  Marchese  was- 
very  anxious  his  son  should  espouse  a 
Lady  at  Naples,  of  whose  father  he. 
had  borrowed  laro-e  sums  of  monev ; 
but  that  the  Signior  had  declared  open- 
ly his  attachment  to  Viola,  and  refused 
to  listen  to  the  proposition.  To  de- 
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.scn)L).a  \yliat  passed  in  the  niiiid  of  Viola 
at;  tbis,  moment  woul^i  be  impossible; 
so  strong  was  the  fluctuation  between 
despair  and  that  pleasure  which,  spite 
of.  her  reasc^n  and  prndencej  she  could 
notj'esist>  that  she  feaved,  eveii  by  de- 
manding an  explanation,  to  hazard 
betraying  her  feeUngs  :  with  her  looks 
bent  on  Laurentine,  she  seined  endea- 
vouring tp  qatch  witli  her  eyes,  that 
Avdiicli.  sh^i  tl:\qught  hqr  ear;  was  tardy 
in  obtaining-:  *'  Good  God!"  she  at 
length  exclaimed,  ^'  what  will  become 
of  me?" 

**  Aye,  indeed  I  don't  know,"  re- 
plied, Lauren  tine,  in  a  sorrowful  tone  ; 
'^  the  Marchese.  is  like  a  hunted  tyger, 
when  he's  put  up,  thafsa  sure  thing." 

Viola     now    demanded    by  wdiat 
Xjie^ns  Marpo  had  ol)tained  Jiis  infor- 
mation ? 
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matioii  ?  and  whether  ste  wasi  assured' 
of  its  veracity  ? 

*'  I    CANNOT   doubt   what   Marca 
tells   itie,  Signioml,^'  re  tinned'  Lauren- 
tlh^'y  ^'  and  you  niilstkno^V,  that  Mar- 
co has  of  tai  heard  the  Slgiiior  talk  of 
you   to   himself,  atid'  call  upon  your 
riatte  so  pitifully,  that  he  declares'  it 
used  to  melt' hife  heatt' to  hear  liiiifi;^ 
ahd  s6 '  M'arco,  who  adoi^es"  his ' msist^Vi' 
a*i'd1>etween  you  and  1,  Signiora,  hates 
the  Marchese,  went  with  the  carriage 
to  fetch  them  from  the'  Conte's ;  and 
wli  hi 'they  returned,'  after  the  assembly^ 
my'  Lord   and  th^   Signior  had  high 
words  ;  and   tlie   door  standing  open, 
and  ^larco  waiting  in  the  hall  for  or- 
d^r^,'    could  not  help '  gbing  a  little 
neaier,  arid 'there  he  heard'  the  Signior 
di  Albehza  declaie,  that  he  never  would 
have  any*  other  woman  hut  you,  Sig*' 
B  6  niora ; 
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niora ;  and  I  cannot  but  applaud  his 
spirit ;  for,  after  all,  what  is  love,  if  it 
is  not  true  and  constant  ?" 

During  this  recital,  Viola  rose  from 
her  seat,  sat  down  again,  then  prest 
the  hand  of  the  wondering  Lauren  tine, 
and  traversed  the  apartment  in  such 
disorder  and  agitation,  that  the  do- 
mestic began  to  fear  she  had  disturbed 
the  senses  of  her  auditor  :  ^'  Generous, 
noble  Albenza!"  exclaimed  Viol^ 
**  pride  and  pleasure  of  my  soul !  what 
hast  thou  not  done?  He  is  unhappy  !" 
she  cried,  tears  streaming  down  her 
cheeks,  *^  and  I,  unfortunate  as  I  am, 
am  the  cause  1" 

•*  Don't  take  on  so,  sweet  Signiora 
Viola,"  rephed  Lauren  tine ;  and  when 
I've  finished  all  the  bad  news,  you 
shall  then  have  the  good  :  the  Marchgse 

Is 
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is  certainly  determined  on  this  marri- 
age in  his  own  mind;  for  in  three 
weeks  the  Conte  and  his  daughter  are 
to  come  here  on  a  visit,  and  she's  as 
proud  as  Lucifer,  and,  if  report  speaks 
truth,  not  over  particular  in  her  beha- 
viour ;  to  be  sure,  however,  as  I  said 
before,  this  wedding  cannot  take  place 
directly,  for  decency's  sake,  and  many 
things  may  still  happen  between  *  the 
cup  and  the  lip  ;'  and  here,  Signiora," 
taking  a  letter  from  her  pocket,  ^'  here's 
what  will  give  you  comfort  in  the  mean 
time." 

VioLAhastily  caught  thewdl-known 
characters,  nothing  could  ever  obliterate 
from  her  memory ;  and  if  it  be  possible 
that  an  emanation  of  exquisite  rapture 
can  for  an  instant  supersede  the  keenest 
sensations  of  anguish,  it  was  that  Viola 
felt,  when  she  prest,  for  the  first  time 
6  in 
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in  her  life,  a  letter  of  Albeiiza's  to  her 
bosom  :  hastily  she  broke  the  seal,  and 
read  these  words:  — 

^'  I  HAVE  for  two  long  years  avoided 
you  :  forgive  me,  if  I  say,  that- 1  e^'ell 
resolveti  to  sacrifice  liiy  feelings,  to 
the  prejudices-'  of  my  situation,  and  to 
the  duties  I  owi^  my  family,  by  endea* 
vouring  to  conquer  a  passion  I  find 
can  only  terminate  with  my  life.  Dear- 
est Viola,  if  you'  have  ceased  to  love 
me,  (for  I  will  still  think  I  once  held  a 
place  in  your  affections, )  pity  me,  and^ 
do  not  drive  me  to  despair :  I  am  con- 
Vin'cedtny' mother  would  have  sane tion- 
ed  our'  union  ;  fly  with  me;  then,  from 
a 'world  we  botH  despise,  and  from  a 
spot  which  now  teems  with  danger  foi-* 
you.  Ah  !  cait  yoti  refuse  to  join  your 
fite  to  his,  who '  would  give  up  his 
existence,  to  purchase  your  welfare  ?" 

She 


Sirs  read'  the  letter  over  tlirae  times', 
again  opened,  ity  and  again  perused 
whatf  seemecU  to  haye  raised  her,  from 
the  lowest  ahy ss  of  misery,  to  the  very 
piimacle  of  her  wishes. 

'  ■  I  A,M  still  dear  to  diim^  1 "  s:he *  cried, , 
clasping  her  haiidsan.ecstacyv,  "  and:L 
ask  no  more!  Oh!  Iiani- rich,  bey  ottd^- 
all; earthly  wealth,  and  blest  above  all- 
Wvomen  ! "  Yesweet,  yet  transient:  sen^- 
sations,  wlierefore  are  ye  bestoAved, 
unless  to  last  for  ever  ?  Ye  fine  spun, 
fibres  of  sensibility,  that  t^nne  your* 
ligaments  about  the  heart,  and  build  a 
naest  of  rapture  and  of  hope,  a  very 
towdi  doth,  crush,  a  breath ftlissolves- 
y<;>!  like  to  a  summer-s  cl6u^V  ye  mcltt 
away,  and  leave  the  breast  exposed,  to 
doubly  suffer,  because,  once-  doubly 
li4est>!  These  were  the  sentiments  >V>i-: 
ola  experienced,    whent- she   put  the/ 
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packet  of  Albenza  in  her  bosom  f  A 
moment's  reflection  had,  alas !  con- 
vinced her,  that  she  ought  rather  to 
lament,  than  rejoice  at  a  circumstance, 
which  in  the  first  natural  impulse  had 
had  given  her  so  much  dehght ;  for 
stern  integrity,  rigid  propriety,  and 
cold,  callous  prudence,  'at  once  over- 
whelmed her  with  the  mournful  tiuth ; 
that  it  was  just  she  should  be  wretch- 
ed ;  that  it  was  her  duty  to  resist  the 
offers  of  the  man  she  loved  ;  and  that 
in  the  harsh  opinion  of  the  world,  she 
would  be  branded  with  the  hideous 
character  of  ingratitude,  for  consenting 
to  make  him  happy !  The  world ! — and 
was  a  being  so  superior  as  Viola  di 
Benin casor,  to  act  against  her  judg- 
Tnent,  and  her  own  just  conceptions  of 
what  was  right,  because  slander  might 
taint  her  fame,  or  calumny  her  con* 
duct  ?     Yes,  that  vigour  of  mind,  that 

activity 


17 

activity  of  thought,  which  had  taught 
her,  inwardly  to  prefer  the  dignity  of 
truth  to  the  despotic  force  of  general 
and  received  opinions ;  that  strength 
of  reasoning,  which  had  led  her  to 
condemn  the  oppressions  of  prejudice, 
and  the  tyranny  of  custom,  had  taught 
her  also,  that  as  a  woman,  she  should 
submit  to  them ;  nay,  that  the  very 
man,  whose  delusive  arguments  had  led 
her  to  deviate  from  their  laws,  might, 
when  the  meridian  of  passion  was  in  its 
wane,  reproach  her  for  having  done 
so.  It  had  been  the  care  of  her  lost 
benefactress,  to  impress  this  lesson  on 
her  mind,  ^'  that  in  the  hey-dey  of 
youth,  and  in  the  season  of  love  and 
pleasure,  the  heart  contracts  itself  into 
one  narrow  boundary,  beyond  which 
it  fondly  imagines  it  shall  never  be 
obliged  to  roam ;  but  too  soon  is  it 
driven  from  its   self- created  paradise, 
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deserted ;  sad  thought  !  perha{3S  dc" 
spis^ed  by  the  beloAcd  object  \vho 
had  spread  the  fascination  !  Whither 
then  c^n  it  seek  a  refuge  ?  where  hope 
for  an  asylum  ?  Friends!up  has  slrut  its 
door,  benevolence  is  closed  by  sus- 
i^icion,  and  chilkxl  by  the  fear  of  cen- 
isure  :  lost,  abandoned,  and  contemried, 
the  wretched  suffeiei*  lays  her  down, 
and  dies;  vrctim  of  thatopinioli  she  once 
thought  to  have  braved  with  impunity." 
Viola  shuddered,  as  this  \vell-i'emeni- 
beied  admonition  came  o'er  her  mind. 
««  Fly  with  you !"  she  exclaimed  ;  *'  oh  ! 
iiever-— we  may  both  be  miserable,  but 
We  never  can  l)e  united  !"  She  sat  down 
by  the  table,  drew  the  letter  ngaiVr 
from  her  bosoni,  and  deluged  it  with 
tears  ;  Avhile  poor  Laurentine,  Atho  pos- 
sessed ati  overflowing  share  '  of  tile 
iliilk  of  human  kindness,'  cicpt  close 
to  her  chair,  and  wept  beside  her. 

*VWell, 
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"  Well,  Signiora  !''  shcat  last  cried, 
'**  every  thing  may  turn  out  for  the 
best,  after  all ;  for  my  own  part,  I 
don't  care  how  sooa  I  leave  the  castle, 
now  my  dear  Lady  is  gone ;  for  I  de- 
clare it  always  throws  me  into  a  panick 
every  time  I  see  Father  Zanotti  stalk- 
ing through  the  room3,  just  like  a  great 
black  giant,  as  he  is  ;  and  then  Ber- 
nardo^ who  looks  for  ail  the  world  like 

a  murderer  !" Viola   started  !    the 

recollection  of  the  conversation  she 
had  heard  the  preceding  night,  darted 
to  her  thoughts,  and  pix)duced  so 
strange  a  concatenation,  that  she  could 
scarcely  support  it.  Laurentine,  who 
had,  however,  a  confirmed  aversion  to 
both  Zanotti  and  Bernardo,  had  novv^ 
started  her  favourite  topic,  and  it  woukl 
have  been  no  easy  matter  to  make  her 
relinquish  it ;  she  enumerated  and  cx* 
aggerated,  with  the  greatest  volubility, 

their 
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their  fiuilts  and  imperfections,  and  con- 
cluded by  asking  Viola,  *'  if  she  had 
never  observed,  that  the  IVIonk  scarcely 
ever  drew  the  cowl  from  his  face,  par- 
ticidarly  when  in  company  ?" 

Viola,  who  had  not  remarked  this 
circumstance  at  the  time,  now  replied, 
**  that  since  she  was  reminded  of  it, 
she  remembered  it  was  a  constant  habit 
of  his  to  do  so." 

''Aye,  Signiora,  I  don't  know  much 
of  these  matters,"  answered  the  ser- 
vant, ^*  but  strange  reports  go  about 
the  castle :  some  say  he  is  only  a  bad 
spirit,  in  the  form  of  a  priest ;  for 
Pedroj  one  of  the  lay-brothers,  de- 
clares, that  he  never  eats,  drinks,  or 
sleeps  ;  but  there  he  is,  all  night,  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  cell :  for  my  part, 
I  don't  beheve  in  ghosts,  but  I  think 

he 
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lie  has  a  troubled  conscience,  by  tlie 
very  look  of  him. " 

Viola,  to  whom  this  mention  had 
conjured  up  images  of  death  and  hor- 
ror, now  demanded  of  her  companion, 
''  if  it  would  be  possible  for  her  to 
obtain  one  last  look  of  tlie  Marchesa, 
before  she  was  buried  r" 

Laurentine  shook  her  head,  say- 
ing she  feared  it  could  not  be,  as  the 
Abbate  always  came,  as  soon  as  Father 
Jerome  had  left  the  room,  to  lock  the 
door;  and  that  she  and  Bianca  were 
not  to  sit  up  with  the  body  any  longer. 
She  now  proceeded  to  say,  that  if  she 
could  but  get  an  interview  with  Father 
Jerome,  he  would  tell  her  a  great  deal 
relative  to  Zanotti,  for  that  iie  was  at 
the  convent  when  he  was  first  admitted 
one  of  its  order.     She  was  now  called, 

but 
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l>ut  returned,  to  intreat  Viola  would 
allow  her  to  bring  Jerome  in  the  even- 
ing to  her  apartment ;  to  this  she  at  last 
consented,  for  her  curiosity  increased 
ever}'  day  respecting  Zanotti;  and  every 
thing  she  heard,  tended  to  strengthen 
the  conviction,  that  there  was  some 
hirking  history  attached  to  him.  lie 
had.  now  been  twenty  years  in  the  con- 
vent, but  friends,  family,  or  connex- 
ions, no  one  liad  ever  heard  him  men- 
tion ;  nor  liad  he  either  (excepting  to 
the  castle),  strayed  beyond  its  walls  ; 
nor,  but  in  the  duties  of  his  function, 
did  lie  ever  enter  into  conversation  Avitli 
a  human  being ;  and,  in  short,  ap- 
j)eare(l  to  have  a  mind  so  blunted  and 
chilled,  either  by  the  crimes  or  cala- 
mities of  his  early  career,  that  it  re- 
sembled a  hard  and  rugged  rock,  in- 
accessible to  mankind;  dark  and  dreary 
to  himself     From  these  reflections  she 

again 
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again  returned  to  her  own  situation  : 
misfortunes  make  us  seliish,  and  it  is 
thi  poor  privilege  of  sorrow,  to  delight 
in  brooding  over  them :  she  besought 
Heaven,   who  had  given  her  strength 
to   look    forward    to    want    and   pri- 
vation  with    calmness   and    fortitude, 
to  giant  her  firnniess  to  bear  up  against 
temptation  and  her  own  inclinations ; 
and  she  resohed,   as  her  mind  gained 
power  to  argue  with  itself,   to    write 
immediately  to  the  Abbess  of  the  Santa 
Ursulina,  informing  her  of  her  distress, 
and  requesting  her  protection  :  this  she 
instantly  did  ;  she  knew  it  was  a  pro- 
per measure,    and   she  determined  to 
fulfil  it ;  she  sealed  her  letter,  rang  for 
a  servant,  and  sent  it  to  the  post-house  ; 
but  a  torrent  of  tears  succeeded  to  this 
eitoit  of  heroism,  and  the  idea  of  Al- 
bcnza  unhapp}',   nearly  put  to    flight 
every  acquired  principle  of  fortitude : 

more 


more  than  ever  too,  was  she  tenified  at 
the  thouglit  of  encountering  the  Mar- 
chese,  to  whose  natural  dishke  wouhl 
he  added  his  viewing  her  in  the  Hglit 
of  a  designing  girl,  who  had  destroyed 
the  hopes  of  his  family,  hy  interesting 
its  only  son  in  her  favour.  Olivia,  fur 
there  indeed  was  she  most  vulnerable ; 
could  she  bear  her  scorn,  her  hatred, 
and  malice?  Ah  no! — this  was  too 
mucli^  and  she  rejoiced  that  her  letter 
to  the  Abbess  might  cause  her  departure 
in  a  few  da}'J?.  It  was  now  with  many 
pangs,  that  her  mind  lecurred  to  what 
might  have  been  the  destiny  of  her 
parents ;  her  own  mysterious  and  ap- 
parently disastrous  origin  :  and  she 
turned- cold,  as  she  remembered  the  task 
yet  to  be  performed,  in  destroying  the 
records  of  their  fate.  The  extraordi- 
nary disappearance  of  her  papers,  Gra- 
disca,    the   interesting    Lorenzo,     and- 

above 
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.tbov«  all,  Zanotti,  with  the  late  micl- 
niglit  conference,  in  which  he  had 
borne  so  guilty  a  part,  all  rushed  upon 
her  recollection,  and  overwhelmed  her 
with  perplexity  and  dismay.  Wearied 
with  thought,  she  now  left  her  apartr 
nient,  to  try  the  effect  of  change  of 
i?cene  on  her  harassed  spirits,  deter- 
1  lining,  however,  the  instant  she  heard 
of  Albenza's  arrival,  to  return  to  the 
confinement  of  her  own  room,  and  at 
any  rate  avoid  a  meeting  v/ith  him 
that  day.  As  she  passed  the  chamber  of 
the  ]\Iarchesa,  she  faultered ;  day-light 
had  dissipated  those  awful  sensations, 
which  ever  attend  a  view  of  mortality 
in  the  gloom  of  night,  and  she  clung 
round  the  door,  as  if  by  enclosing,  it 
liad  acquired  the  spirit  of  her  she  de- 
plored ;  she  tried  tlie  lock,  it  was  fast 
as  the  servant  had  told  her,  and  the 
key  gone ;  sorrowfully,  therefore,  she 
TOL.  n.  c  (Icsccntlcd 
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descended  to  the  saloon,  and  was  ap- 
proaching the  viranda,  when  a  hook, 
open  on  the  tahle,  caught  her  atten- 
tion ;  the  author's  name  was  not  pre- 
fixed, but  it  treated  learnedly,  though 
erroneously,  of  the  passions  ';  and  where 
that  of  revenge  was  analysed,  various 
manuscript  notes  were  written  with  a 
pencil  on  the  margin  ;  these  she  read 
with  admiration,  for  they  were  so 
forcibly,  so  clearly  expressed,  that  the 
commentator  seemed  to  have  said  more 
in  ten  lines,  than  the  writer  in  a  whole 
volume. 

^*  Whoever  has  exem.plified  these 
opinions,"  thought  Viola,  '*  must  have 
felt  them  ;  pity  it  is,  that  one  so  ar- 
dent should  be    so   mistaken." As 

she  moved   from    the   table,    a   slight 

rusUmg    behind,    caused  her   to   look 

I'Qum],  and  Zanotti  stood  before  her; 

6  but 
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but  not  as  generally  she  used  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  that  fear-inspiring  coun- 
tenance, half  shaded  and  obscured  by 
the  sable  cowl ;  it  was  now  thrown 
back,  his  eyes  flashed  fire,  and  his 
whole  frame  seemed  more  than  human. 

*'  Close  that  book  !"  he  exclaimed, 

hi  a  voice  of  thunder,  *'  it  is  mine  ! 

and  it  were  better,  daughter,  till  the 
coming  of  the  Marchcse  fixes  your 
future  destiny,  that  you  remained 
within  the  apartments  allotted  to  your 
use;  quietness  of  deportment,  and  ^ 
submissive,  yielding  conduct,  are  cha- 
racteristics by  which  a  woman  should 
be  distinguished.  Hah  !"  he  con- 
tinued, looking  sternly  in  her  face, 
*'  what  then  docs  she  dcsci  ve,  whose 
rapacious  curiosity  prys  into  conceal- 
snents  not  meet  for  her  to  know,  and 
who  artfully  employs  her  sex's  blandish- 
c  2  ments, 
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ments,  to  set  a  son  in  opposition  to  -a 
fathers  wishes?" 

Viola  sunk  on  her  knees  before 
him  ;  '^  I  am  innocent  of  ever  trying  to 
seduce  the  affections  of  the  Signior  di 
Albenza  ;  and  I  knew  not,  holy  Father, 
that  you  had  retired  hither  for  study, 
or  not  for  worlds  would  I  have  broken 
in  upon  your  meditations  ;  indeed  I  am 
oppressed  by  grief; — an  unhaj^py  or- 
phan ;  and  my  cares  have  so  deranged 
me,  that  I  could  not  rest,  and  came 
here,  merely  in  my  way  to  the  garden, 
for  the  sake  of  air."  She  fixed  her 
eyes  upon  him,  for  at  that  moment  she 
remembered  who  had  contributed  to 
break  that  rest ;  and  the  pride  of  con- 
scious virtue  enabled  her  to  regard 
him  without  a  fear. 

*'  Then  there  is  a  secret,"  retorted 
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the  Friar ;  "  a  hidden  secret  tliat  must 
cause  this  violent  depression  you  com- 
plain of;  the  loss  of  a  female  friend, 
young  woman,  is  not  wont  in  general 
to  affect  so  deeply." 

Viola  trembled  ;  he  seemed  to  read 
her  very  soul,  and  the  idea  of  the 
mysterious  packet  she  had  been  en- 
joined to  destroy,  left  her  pale  and 
conscious-struck  before  him. 

*'  What  secret,  Holy  Father,"  she 
at  length  said,  ^*  do  you  mean?  if 
you  suppose  me  clandestinely  encou- 
raging the  addresses  of  the  Signior,  you 
are  grossly  deceived  ;  1  acknowledge 
that  the  love  I  bear  him  flows  here  in 
streams  so  constant,  and  so  pure,  that 
death  alone  can  check  their  current; 
but  I  shall  leave  him!"  she  cried,  her 
voice  faultering  with  emiOtion  ;  **  in  ^ 
c  3  few 
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few  days  I  shall  be  far  removed  fiom 
witnessing  his  misery,  or  being*  the 
victim  of  unjust  suspicion." 

'*  Oh,  holy  Father !"  she  continued, 
tremulously  catching  hold  of  his  gar- 
ment, '^  let  me  not  lose  this  occasion  of 
endeavouring  to  interest  you  in  my  fa- 
vour ;  I  cannot  but  be  conscious,  that 
I  am  an  object  of  disgust  to  the  Mar- 
chese ;  Heaven  knows  for  what  I  but 
I  shudder  to  what  evils  it  may  reduce 
me ;  do  you  then,  holy  Father,  whose 
commission  it  is,  under  God,  to  be  a 
father  to  the  fatherless,  pity  me.  Oh  ! 
if  by  some  kind  sympathetic  chance^ 
you  have  ever  known  what  it  is  to  be 
deserted,  despised,  to  be  the  child  of 
obscurity,  of  disgrace,  abandoned, 
without  a  home,  ^^  ithoiit  money,  with- 
out  friends'' 

''  Away  V 


**  Away  -P' -cried  the  Monk,  tear- 
ing* himself  forcibly  from  her  grasp,  and 
drawing  the  cowl  over  his  face,  *^  I 
have  no  heart  for  you  to  twine  about ; 
—-Father  !  there's  mockery  in  the  name ! 
« — abandoned — why,  'tis  well ! — that  is 
but  saying  thou  art  not  surrounded  by 

crouds  of  fawning  sycophants  !" 

He  paused,  paced  the  room  with  the 
utmost  velocity,  then  stopped  and  re- 
jXarded  her.  ''Poor  insect  1"  lie  ex- 
claimed,  and  the  drops  of  cold  per- 
f^piration  chased  down  his  wrinkled 
forehead;  **  poor  insect !  whose  igno- 
rance would  buz  round  the  fianie  tluit 
scorches  thee  !  but  that  I  chase  the 
dastard  from  my  bosom,  I  could  feel 
pity  for  thine  abject  state  !— pity^  did 
I  say?  thou,  woman's  virtue,  never  shalt 
thou  enter  there.  No  ; — M'ithin  this 
rocky  tenement,  there's  not  a  passiijn 
but  of  which  I'm  ruler,  save  one,  that 
c  4  ruleth 
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rulcth  over  me ;  it  is  the  leviathan  of 
my  soul,  and  swallows  up  each  tri- 
butary sentiment." 

Viola  was  terrified;  his  woids, 
though  nearly  unintelligible,  too  plain- 
ly e\incc(l  slie  had  no  ])rotection  to 
hope  for  from  him;  her  conjectures 
lelative  to  the  midnight  meeting,  were 
confirmed  ;  and  she  only  wondered  she 
had  ever  imagined  that  one  particle  of 
tenderness  or  humanity  could  inhabit 
t!ie  dark  breast  of  an  assassin.  Alarmed 
aim  est  to  sinking,  at  the  gloomy  fren- 
zy of  his  manner,  she  thought  only 
of  ejecting  lier  escape,  when  Zanotti 
caught  her  arm,  exclaiming  in  a  voice 
so  hollow,  that  it  sounded  as  one  from 
the  grave, — 

'•  I    HAVE    no    commiseration   for 
common  miseries ;  but  vet  that  look 

of 


yours  tells  me   I  will  not    seek  youn 
death,  or  youi^  destruction  !" 

^*  Death  ! — destruction  !"  shrieked 
the  affrighted  Viola;  ^^  Oh  God!  oh 
Father  !  your  words  are  dark,  are  hor- 
rible !  on  my  knees  let  me  intreat,  if 
you  know  aught  of  my  fate,  that  you 
will  explain" 

^^  Beware,"  interrupted  Zanotti, 
'^  how  you  tempt  the  dangers  you  may 
avert ;  the  path  tliou  hast  to  tread  is  so 
perilous,  that  one  rash  step  may  dash 
thee  down  the  precipice  to  atoms ; 
beware  how  you  repeat  the  words  that 
have  escaped  me,  and  remember,"  dart- 
ing his  keen  eye  into  hers,  "  that  the 
impulse  of  a  moment  often  crushes  the 
plan  of  years,  and  be  thankful,"  and  she 
thought  once  his  voice  weakened,  "that 
thou  art  free  from  the  contagion  of  vice 
c  5  and 
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and  depravity,  though  misfortunes  pur- 
sue  thee  through  the  world."— ^ — He 
stopped,  a  groan  burst  from  his  bosom  '. 
his  hand  pressed  his  forehead,  but  soon, 
as    if  recollecting    himself,    he   com- 
manded her  instantly    to  leave   him. 
Gladly  did  Viola  obey  his  order,  but 
so  overcome  with  awe,   grief,  and  ter- 
ror, that  she  could  scarcely  reach  her 
own  dressing  room  ;  here  she  revolved 
over  the  past,  and  now  doubly  anxious  to 
learn  some  further  account  of  this  Za- 
notti,  whose  history  she  almost  fancied^ 
bore  some  dark  and  wonderful  reference- 
to   the  concealed  one  that  enveloped 
herself;    her    blood    ran    cold  at    the 
suggestion ;  the  emotion,  the  words  of 
the  Monk,   sunk  deep  into  her  soul ; 
and  her  apprehensions  so  rapidly  in- 
creased of  the  Marchese,  that  in  order 
to    avoid    the  necessity  of  an  imme- 
diate interview,  she  enclosed  the  Mar« 

chesa's 
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chesa's  two  letters,  and  directing  them' 
to  the  Signior,  had  them  conveyed  into^ 
his  Hbrary.    She  now  remembered  the 
good  Father  Jerome,  whom  Laurentine 
had  promised    to  bring  to  her  apart- 
ment in  the  evening  :  never  before  had 
slie  fancied  the  day  so  long  ;  and  un- 
able to  engage  in  any  occupation,  she 
sat  before  the  open  lattice,  indulging 
*  meditation  even  to  madness.'     From 
this  she  was  however  soon  aroused,   by 
a  noise  and  bustle  through  the  castle ; 
and  as  she  unclosed  her  door,  to  learii^ 
the  cause,  the  voice  of  Aibenza,   that 
voice  so  well  beloved,   was  soon  recog- 
nised ;  in  an  instant  she  retreated,  for 
to  meet  him,  thus  unprepared  as  she 
was,  was  impossible;  and  with  the  most 
eager  anxiety  did  she  await  the  entrance 
of    Laurentine  ;    for   to   hear   tiding^ 
of  him  her  rectitude  forbade  her  to  sec, 
was  a  consolation,  and  one  that  brought 
c  6  no 
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no  self-reproach  to  damp  its  melancholy 
pleasure.      In  less  than  an  hour,  the 
important  waiting-maid  made  her  ap- 
pearance, and  to  Viola's  numberless  en- 
quiries she  replied,  that  the  Signiorwas 
so  altered,  no  one  avIio  had  seen  him 
two  years  back,  would  know  him  now  ; 
that  he  was  pale,  thin,  and  dejected, 
though  handsome  as  ever,  and  that  his 
first  question  had  been  relative  to  her- 
self; that  he  had  then  entered  into  a 
cold  and  brief  conference  with  the  Ab- 
bate,  and  having  demanded  of  him  the 
key  of  his  mother's  chamber,   had  re- 
tired thither  to   induli2:e  his  o-rjef  in 
privacy,,  and  she  believed  was  now  shut 
up  with  the  body ;  soon  after,  Zanotti 
v/ent  home  to  his  convent,   and  Father 
Jerome  would  be  at  the  castle  by  nine 
o'clock,   and    be   punctual   to    Viola's 
appointment.     She  concluded  this,  hy 
telling  hei',    the    Signior    was    much. 
4  hurt 
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hurt  and  eilragcd  at  the  idea  of  his 
mother's  premature  interment,  and  that 
he  had  spoken  with  Zanotti  on  the 
subject,  but  that  the  latter  repHed,  it 
was  the  will  of  the  Marchese,  and-  as. 
such,  his  duty  to  perform  it  strictly. 

YroLA  asked,  whether  Albenza  had 
mentioned  the  letter  he  sent  her  in  the 
mornino-  ? 

*^  No,  Signiora,^'  said  Lauren tine^ 
*^  he  seemed  scarcely  able  to  speak  ;  I 
declare  1  never  saw  a  Signior  look  so 
sad  and  woe-begone  in  my  v/hole  life 
befoi-e." 

Viola  now  desired  her  to  tell  him, 
that  she  was  at  present  inadequate  to 
the  task  of  writing  ;  that  she  was  also 
unable  to  see  him,  but  would  send  an 
answer  to  his  letter  in  a  day  or  two : 
this  done,    she  informed   Laurentine, 

it- 
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it  was  her  wish  to  visit  the  cottage 
of  Gradisca,  provided  she  could  do  so 
without  interruption, 

Lauren  TINE  rephed,  *'  she  could 
not  tell ;  but  that  Bernardo  had  been 
great  part  of  the  morning  with  the  poor 
woman,  to  urge  her  once  more  to  con- 
sent to  her  nephew's  being  removed  ;. 
that  she  still  persisted  in  declaring, 
they  would  starve  together,  sooner 
than  he  should  leave  her ;  and  with 
that,  Bernardo,  who  has  had  a  promise 
of  the  ground  for  him  self,  Signiora,  from 
the  Marchese,  was  in  a  violent  passion^ 
and  threatened  to  turn  them  out  im- 
'  mediately.  This  I  was  told  by  one  of 
the  neighbours ;  certain  it  is,  Bernar- 
do returned  home  more  surly  than 
usual." 

"  Surely/'  said  Viola,  ''  the  Mar- 
chese 
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cliese  never  can  tolerate  such  unjust 
proceedings." 

''  I  dox't  know  how  it  is,  Signiora,'* 
answered  the  servant,  '*  but  my  Lord' 
always  seemed  too  we  a  grudge  t  o  Gra- 
disca.  Lorenzo  they  say  is  getting 
much  better  in  his  head  than  he  used 
to  be,  but  I  think  the  Marchese  has 
treated  them  worse  since  that  has  been 
the  case ;  to  be  sure  it  seems  a  hard 
thing  to  shut  the  poor  young  man  up, 
just  when  there  seems  a  chance  of  his 
i^covery."  Viola  sunk  into  a  fit  of 
musing  ;  she  had  conceived  a  strong* 
aversion  to  Bernardo,  who  had  lived 
ibr  some  years  in  tlie  service  of  the 
Marchese  at  Naples,  but  had  only  been 
retained  this  last  year  as  steward  of 
the  castle.  He  had  a  countenance, 
where  cunning  and  ferocity  were  per- 
sonified,-   his  figui^  gaunt,    aukward, 

and 
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and  muscular,  iuspirecl  every  beholder 
with  fear  and  detestation ;  and  his 
hard,  unfeeling  treatment  of  those 
poor  inoffensive  beings,  sufficiently 
proved  that  his  face  was  the  true  index 
of  his  nature  ;  far  from  being  inti- 
midated in  her  zeal,  by  the  tyranny 
which  oppressed  them,  she  felt  more 
anxious  than  ever,  to  administer  such 
little  comforts  and  kindnesses  as  Jay 
within  her  power  :  during  the  hfe  of 
her  benefactress,  the  persecutions  of 
the  steward  had  been  confined  within 
bounds,  and  because  it  had  now  burst 
forth  with  increased  inhumanity,  was 
it  to  deter  her  from  cndeavourins^:  to 
assist  thenl?  ah!  no, — Viola  was  no 
coward  in  a  good  cause.  She  request- 
ed Laurentine  therefore  would  look  out, 
and  see  if  all  was  quiet,  and  then  de- 
termined to  set  forth  directly.  She 
reached  the  saloon  without  meeting  a 

single 
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single  person,  and  was  congratulating 
herself  on  the  success  of  her  enterprise, 
when  the  abrupt  entrance  of  Bernardo 
caused  her  suddenly  to  stop.  Without 
speaking,  he  seemed  to  busy  himself 
in  making  trivial  arrangements  in  the 
furniture  of  the  apartment,  every  now 
and  then  casting  his  eye  askance  at 
Viola,  as  if  to  observe  her  motions. 
Piqued  at  an  intrusion  which  she  could 
not  but  interpret  as  designed  and  im- 
pertinent, she  mildly  requested,  he 
would  defer  his  employment  till  she 
had  left  the  room.  To  this  he  an- 
swered, that  till  the  arrival  of  the 
^larchese,  the  castle  was  in  his  charge, 
and  therefore  he  had  a  right  to  inhabit 
whatever  room  he  chose  ;  ^'  moreover, 
Signiora,"  he  added  in  a  voice  at  once 
surly  and  contemptuous,  *'  as  such  it 
is  my  business  to  acquaint  you,  it  is  the 
will  and  pleasure  of  my  Lord,  tl;e  Mar- 

chese^ 
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cliese,  that  no  one  goes  to  interfere 
with  his  wishes  relative  to  Gradisca, 
the  old  woman  ^^ho  lives  with  her 
mad  nephew  in  the  valley. 

"  It  is  unnecessary  you  should  par-' 
ticularize  the  unfortunate  person  you 
mean,  Bernardo,"  said  Viola,  calmly 
turning  from  the  viranda,  and  seating 
herself  on  a  sofa;  '^  I  cannot  look  at 
you  J  without  remembering  the  wretch- 
ed situation  to  which  she  is  reduced ; 
while  I  am  necessitated  to  remain  un- 
der the  roof  of  your  Lord,  I  shall  sub- 
mit to  his  commands,  however  rigo- 
rously they  may  be  enforced  ;  I  only 
regret,  that  while  the  Marchese  has  a 
son  so  worthy  to  fill  his  place,  he 
should  depute  power  to  one  so  unqua- 
lified to  exercise  it  as  you  arc." 

'^  To  be  sure,"  answered  the  man^ 

with 
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'^vith  an  ironical  gvin^  <*  he  would  give 
him  the  exercise  of  power  over  you '. 
yes,  yes,"  he  added,  looking  in  her 
face,  and  significantly  nodding  his 
head,  ''  the  Signior  would  like  nothing 
better,  I  dare  say  :  I  rather  think  I 
know  my  Lord  a  Uttle  better  than  you 
do  ;  and  if  you  wish  to  keep  him  your 
friend,  don't  try  to  peep .  and  pry  into 
all  his  private  concerns  :  he's  liot  over 
fond  of  you,  at  any  rate ;  and  by  the 
mass  !  if  he  finds  you  up  to  him  in 
that  quarter,  I  would  not  stand  in  your 
shoes  for  all  the  wealth  of  our  Lady  !" 

The  pang  of  lacerated  feeling  kept 
Viola  silent ;  till  this  hour,  she  had 
nevxr  discovered,  that  with  our  worldly 
.consequence  and  prosperity,  expires  all 
respect  from  those  low  mercenary 
wretches,  who  fatten  on  our  fortunes, 
only  to  triumph  in  the  debasement  they 

have 
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have  assisted  to  bring  on  ;  the  scalding 
tear  started  to  her  eye,  the  glow  of  in- 
dignation mantled  her  cheek,  as  rising 
from  her  seat  she  commanded  him  to 
leave  her  :  at  this  moment,  and  as  Ber- 
nardo was  preparing  another  humihat- 
ing  insinuation,  Albenza  entered  the 
r  jom  ;  and  Viola,  who  had  hitherto 
submitted  to  her  fate  with  fortitude 
and  resignation,  mortified  by  insult, 
and  wounded  by  contempt,  clung  ta 
the  arms  opened  to  receive  her,  speech- 
less and  agitated,  while  Bernardo,  as 
the  subtle  enemy  of  our  first  parents, 
viewed  them  with  a  leer  of  malignity, 
and  muttering  something  to  himself^ 
left  the  room.  Recovered  by  his  de- 
parture to  a  sense  of  her  situation,  and 
lost  for  an  instant  to  every  considera- 
tion but  the  delight  of  again  beholding 
her  lover,  Viola  bathed  his  hand  with 
her  tears,  ga^ed  earnestly  on  his  pallid 

couu- 


4^ 

countenance  ;  and  forgetful  of  the  task 
she  had  imposed  on  herself,  besought 
him  to  tell  her  "  if  he  was  ill,  if  he 
was  unhappy." 

*'  Till  you  assure  me  that  you  re- 
gard me  with  affection  and  compassion, 
I  must  ever  be  both/'  replied  Albenza ; 
"  it  is  in  your  power  to  recompence 
me  for  the  loss  of  my  mother ;  it  is  in 
your  power  to  make  me  the  happiest 
as  wtII  as  the  most  miserable  of  men  : 
Viola,  I  have  tried  pleasure,  solitude  ; 
read,  reflected ;  entered  into  dissipa- 
tion, to  endeavour  to  forget  you;  it 
was  impossible  ;  your  idea  has  become 
so  connected  with  my  very  existence, 
that  live  without  you  I  cannot ;  you 
know  the  candour  of  my  disposition  ; 
yours hdis  endeared  you  to  me;  I  have 
a  thousand  faults ;  do  you  correct, 
model  me ;  make  me  like  yourself;  be 

my 
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my  wife,  my  directress,  my  blessing; 
and,  wealth  and  titles,  what  could  ye 
afford  me  !" 

*'  My  Lord,"  said  Viola,  overcome 
by  the  impetuosity  of  his  manner,  "  if 
by  acknowledging  my  regard  I  could 
soften  the  pang  of  separation,  how 
gladly  would  I  do  it !  Albenza,  I 
would  appeal  to  your  understanding: 
Alas  !  situated  as  we  are  now,  it  is  the 
only  sentiment  I  dare  appeal  to — did  I 
ever  act  towards  you  with  duphcity  ? 
Why  then  should  you  wound  me,  by 
suspecting  that  a  conduct,  which  is  the 
result  of  hardly  enforced  duty,  arises 
from  inconstancy  or  indiifereyce  ?  Two 
years  ago,  and  before  I  was  as  humble 
as  now  I  am,  I  assured  you,  so  much 
I  valued  your  affection,  that  I  never 
would  prove  unworthy  of  it ;  believe 
me,  I  am  incapable  of  trifling  with  the 

feelings 
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feelings  of  any  one,  still  less  with  those 
of  yours  ;  from  your  excellent  mother 
I  early  learnt  not  to  put  too  much  con- 
fidence in  my  own  strength  ;  I  no^v^ 
beseech  her  son,  to  spare  me  a  conflict, 
Avhich,  by  depriving  me  of  my  own 
opinion,  robs  me  of  my  only  comfort : 
Albenza,  Ldo  not  hesitate  to  say,  that 
had  Providence  placed  me  in  an  equal 
lot,  your  love  would  have  been  the 
proudest  boast  of  my  heart,  and  that 
wherever  my  hapless  destiny  may  lead 
me,  your  remembrance  will  be  the 
dearest  of  my  possessions  ;  but  my  af- 
fections must  not  conquer  my  princi- 
ples ;  I  love  your  welfare,  your  ho- 
nour, your  respectability  in  the  world  ; 
and  shall  I  be  the  means  of  depriving 
you  of  them  ?  No — I  know  the  claims 
upon  your  rank,  your  character,  and 
situation  ;  shall  I  assist  in  trampling 
upon  them  ?  Never  !" 

**  Match- 
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^*  Matchless  woman  i"  exclainied 
Albcnza,  clasping  bis  hands  in  energy, 
*'  why  are  you  thus  perfect — why  do 
you  tempt  me  with  a  shew  of  wealth, 
only  to  prove  how  very  poor  1  am? 
But  do  you  think  I  will  ever  be  the 
husband  of  Ohvia  ? — do  you  think  that 
I  can  live  to  see  you  wedded  to  an- 
other ?  iVnswer  me!"  he  cried  impa- 
tiently— ''  You  reject  me,  then  !  with- 
out remorse,  you  doom  me  to  misery 
and  wretchedness'." 

^'  I  ENTREAT  vou,''  rcph'cd  Violn, 
*'  to  be  more* composed,  otherwise  you 
\vill  obh'ge  me  to  go,  and  I  wislied  to 
have  reasoned'' — — 

*'  Reason  !"    interrupted  Albenza, 
"  I  will  not  listen  to  reason  1  can  it  re- 
store my  beloved  and  sainted  mothci  ? — 
can  it  restore  that  Viola  who  lias  for- 
saken 
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^ak-en  m<t  ? — Do  not,  in  this  crisis, 
depart  from  your  native  ingenuousness! 
suspense  is  torture !  say  at  once  tliat 
you  will  not  be  my  wife — say  it  quick- 
ly !"  lie  continued,  in  a  Maid  and  dis- 
ordered manuer,  "  that  I  may  avoid 
all  mcetiugs  with  my  father,  and  quit 
the  castle  before  he  arrives." 

Viola  wept,  ala-imcd  at  the  pale- 
ness of  his  looks,  and  tbe  violence  of 
liis  conduct ;  she  covered  her  ftice  with 
iier  handkerchief*  and  wept  bitterly. 
Albenza  was  softened  ;  he  knelt  beside 
her,  he  pressed  her  hands  to  his  heart, 
and  besought  her  forgiveness :  **  Tell 
nic,^'  he  cried,  **  tlrat  I  may  yet  hope  ; 
think  of  your  own  situation,  reflect  on 
mine,  of  the  hazards  you  xire  exposed 
to,  of  the  dangers  which  surround  }'ou; 
let  nie  receive  from  your  bounty  the 
only  relick  of  my  departed  parent,  and 
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wish  me." 

Viola,  harassed  and  confused,  now 
thought   it   better  to  appear   passive, 
than  by  any  farther  opposition  to  irri- 
tate and   offend   hrm ;    she   besought 
him,  therefore,  to  leave  her,  promising 
she  would  consider  what  he  had  said, 
and  concluded  by  requesting  him  to 
take  that  rest  and  refreshment  of  vvhicli 
he  evidently  stood  much  in  need;  this 
he    consented    to,     on    condition    she 
would  see  him,  Avhenever  he  sohcited 
her  to  do  so,  and  concluding  with,  as- 
suring her  he  would  act  with  circum- 
spection towards   his   father  and  Za- 
notti.     The  voice  of  a  servant  in  tlie 
hall,  here  inte^Tupted  a  conversation, 
Avhich  was  again  becoming   too  inte- 
resting ;  and  Albenza,  at  the  repeated 
supplications  of  Viola,  left  the  saloon. 

When 
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Wben  lie  reached  the  library,  the  first 
object  that  .struck  him^  was  the  paclvct 
sent  by  Viola-;  for  a  niomeiit  he  iftia> 
gined  that  it  inight  come  from  herself,: 
dnd  ttjOt  without  some  trepidation  broke 
the  seal ;  he  soon,  however,  recognised 
the  hand-miting  of  his  mother,  and  if 
his  feelings  on  the  occasion  were  less 
vivid,  they  were  certainly  not  less 
painful.  Her  letter  was  such  an  one  as 
it  might  be  expected^  .she  wau Id  v/ritc 
in  her  last  moments,  to  her  only  and; 
beloved  child.  After  the  most  tender 
exhortations,  and-  affectionate  advice,' 
&hG .  admonished  him  never  to  forget, 
the  duty  he  owed  the  Marchese;  for 
that  whatever  his  failings,  might  be,  to 
rcmem  ber  sti  11  he  was .  his ;  father,  and 
consequently  entitled  to  his  respect 
and  obedience :  she  then,  in  the  most 
earnest  manner,  recommended  the  or- 
phan Viola  to  his  attention  and  bounty, 
D  2  request- 
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requesting,  that  if  (as  she  ^vish■cd  him 
to  do,)  he  soon  became  united  to  au 
amiable  wo.mari,  he  would  then  engage 
lier  protection  for  her  deserted  Pro- 
tegee. It  may  be  readily  concluded 
the  last  words  of  the  jNIarchesa  had 
more  than  their  due  weiglit  on  the  mind 
of  her  son  :  in  obtaining  this  letter,  he 
felt  he  had  almost  gained  her  sanction 
to  their  union  ;  for  with  that  flicility, 
Avith  which  youth  ever  finds  a  justifi- 
cation for  its  conduct,  he  quickly  in- 
ferred, that  when  his  mother  solicited 
his  care  for  Viola,  and  at  the  same 
time  had  expressed  a  wish  for  him  to 
marry,  that  the  same  idea  had  given 
rise  to  her  sentiments,  as  now  breathed 
hope  and  promise  to  his  heart. 


CHAP. 
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*<  Thrice  tlie  winds  of  niglit  waved  round  ; 
The  winds  came  down  on  the  w  oods ; 
The  torrents  rash  down  on  the  rocks." 

OssiAX. 


I.v  the  evening,  Laurentine,  true  to 
her  appointment/  entered  the  dressing- 
room  of  Viola,  accompanied  by  the 
Monk  Jerome  :  '*  I  think,  Signlora,  I 
had  better  not  fetch  a  hght/'  said  the 
waiting-maid,  respectfully  placing  a 
chair  for  the  good  priest;  *'  Father  Je- 
rome says,  that  lie  does  not  wish  to  be 
seen,  for  fear  of  creating.any  suspicion; 
and  he  thinks  also,  Signiora,  that  I 
had  better  remain  here,  for  in  case  any 
one  comes,  you  would  not  know  so 
p  3  well 
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well  where  to  conceal  him  ;  but  to  be 
sure,  that's  as  you  please."  Viola  smil- 
ed, and  blushed  ;  she  smiled  at  Lau- 
rcntiae's  effort  to  qualify  her  own  cu- 
riosity, and  she  bhished  at  the  thought 
of  appearing  to  act  witli  secrecy  in  an 
affair  where  it  scarcely  seerned  requi- 
site. Jerome  observed  her  confusion, 
and  said,  in  accents  where  humility 
and  benevolence  were  blended,  and 
^lildly  placing  his  aged  hand  on  her 
shoulder,  ''  I  regret,  my  child,  that 
ill  a  case  where  the  motives  are  of  the 
purest  and  most  innocent  nature,  we 
should  oftentimes  be  obliged  to  assume 
an  appearance  of  duplicity,  a  vice  al-^ 
ways  repugnant  to  good  minds,  aiwl 
one  w€  ouglit  to  tremble  at  the  very 
semblance  of." 

''  Holy  Father,"  said  Viola,  whose 
heart  dilated  as  she  caught  the  sounds 

of 
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of  peace  and  benignrty,  ''  but  that  I^ 
think  my  curiosity  is  in  a  degree  justi- 
fiable, believe  nie  I  would  not  liave 
subjecled  either  of  us  to  30  unpleasant 
a. task." 

During  the  Vife  of*,the  Marc,l>csa,. 
tliis  worthy  man  had  occasiionaliy  of". 
£ciated  as  her  confessor,  as.  fron>  her 
dislike  to  Zanotti,  she  had  never  per- 
mitted; him  the  exercise  of  his  function, 
iia  ite^m'd  to  herself;  the  visits  of  Je- 
Fonie, .  ho  we  V  er,  had  bee  n  but  seld  om  ;, 
for  the  .tyranny  of  thfe  March ese  had 
long  debarred  his  wife  .from  the  society. 
of  those  she  preferred  ;  and  the  vigi- 
lant jealousy  of  Zanotti  had  kept  a 
strict  watch  over  the  good  pri-est,  aud 
prevented  his  gaining  frequent  access 
to  the  Marchesa;  he  thought  she  pos- 
Sjessed  a  secret ;  that  sccvet  he  had  long 
sought  to  develope,  and  become  master 
D  4  of; 
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of;  and  for  this  purpose,  lie  had  recourse 
to  all  the  denunciations  of  religion,  and 
all  the  superstitions  of  tlie  Catliolic 
faith;  hut  in  vain:~thc  ^larchcsa 
suspected  too  liUicli  to  trust  him.  It 
is  more  than  probable,  had  Jerome 
been  permitted  to  attend  her  in  her  last 
moments,  she  would  have  made  a  full 
and  free  confession,  and  acknowledged 
the  secret  of  Viola's  birth  ;  tiKit,  liow- 
ever,  as  is  already  known,  was  not  al- 
lowed, as  the  Marchesc,  who  wished 
to  prevent  any  communications  reach- 
ing his  son,  had  strictly  enjoined  21a- 
notti  to  prevent.it. 

'*  Alas  !"  continued  Viola,  "  since 
last  we  met,  Fatlier,  what  a  loss  have 
we  ail  sustained  !  You,  who  knew  the 
virtues  of  the  saint  I  deplore,  alone  can 
feel  how  much  I  ouoht  to  lament  her 
loss;    would    to   God    you   had   been 

permitted 
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permitted  to  attend  her  in  her  dying 
moments  !" 

The  Friar  shook  his  head.  "  Good 
Father,'*  said  Viola,  '*  strong  and 
weighty  reasons  conspire  to  interest  me 
deeply  in  the  history  of  your  present 
Abbate :  from  Laurcntine  I  under- 
stand that  his  mysterious  Hfe  has 
caused  no  less  wonder  in  your  Convent 
than  it  does  with  us  ;  I  would  fain  re- 
quest you  to  relate  to  me  such  parti- 
culars as  you  are  informed  of;  I  find 
i/ou  were  of  the  fraternit}'  when  first  he 
became  one ;  do  you  remember  about 
wliat  period  that  w'as  ?" 

''  I  THINK  I  do,  daughter,"  answer- 
ed the  Father ;  **  it  is  now  near  twenty 
years  ago;  and  it  was  on  the  Eve  of 
ban  Pietro  !"  Viola  looked  at  him; 
the  Eve  of  San  Pietro  was  that  which 
»  5  seemed 
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the  dying  Marclicsa.  The  only  hght 
tliat  now  rendered  them  visible  to  each 
other,  was  the  faint  refulgence  of  tlie 
moon,  which,  reflecting  on  the  aged 
countenance  of  the  Monk,  gave  addi- 
tional serenity  to  the  placid  solemnity 
of  an  aspect,  where  religious  resigna- 
tion had  mellowed  the  lines  traced  by 
the  pencil  of  misfortune. 

*•  Holy  San  Marco!"  said  Lauren- 
tine,  whose  natural  hardihood  was 
somewhat  vanquished  by  the  impres- 
siveness  of  the  scene  ;  ^'.  Holy  San  Mar- 
co !  I  recollect  my  Lady  used  always 
to  be  particularly  sad  and  thoughtftd 
on  that  day." 

*'  Ah  !"  said  Father  Jerome,  '^  the 
iiight  that  I  allude  to  can  never  be 
forgotten:    my  child,"  he  continued, 

in 
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in  a  voice  that  seemed  to  faulter  under 
awakened  retrospections,  *'  sorrow 
drove  me  to  tlie  convent  I  now  inhabit 
many  years  ago  ;  and  I  little  thought, 
tvhen  I  used  with  my  companions  to 
partake  of  the  innocent  festivities  giveii 
by  the  amiable  Bertoldo,  (late  Lord  of 
the  domain,)  that  cithei-  of  us  should 
so  soon  be  fated  to  experience  the  in-* 
stability  of  human  enjoyments.  But  it 
is  no  matter,"  wiping  the  intrusive 
tear-drop  frbm  his  pale  cheek,  and  cros- 
sing his  hands  devoutly  on  his  breast^ 
*^  /soon  learnt  to  bend  to  my  neces- 
sities, and  by  the  favour  of  God,  to 
look  bevond  this  sublunarv  world  for 
my  reward  and  consolation  ;  for  Bcrr 
toldo^  he  has  long  slept  in  the  bosom 
of  his  Maker,  and  is  at  rest !" 

''  Holy  Father!"  saidViola,  ^^  think 

you  that  Zanotti  was  ever. acquainted 
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witli  the  former  Marcbcse  ?*'  and  the 
very  tlioiight  that  caused  this  question^ 
seemed  to  shrink  at  its  own  hcgetting. 

''  He  has  always  been  the  friend  of 
the  present  one,"  answered  the  IVIonk 
evasively,  but  m  a  voice  more  calcu- 
lated to  excite  suspicion  than  to  re- 
press it — "  he  has  always  been  the 
friend  of  the  present  one, "  he  repeated. 

'*  Laurentine,"  said  Viola,  "had 
you  not  better  wait  in  the  outer-room, 
in  case  any  one  calls  ?''  Laurentine, 
not  very  complacently,  closed  her 
mouth,  which  hitherto  had  been  wide 
distended,  and  retired.  ^' And  it  was 
on  the  Eve  of  San  Pietro,  that  he  first 
"gained  admission  to  the  Convent:" 
asked  Viola. 

'*  It  was  so,  ray  child,"  answered 

Jerome  j 
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Jerome ;  *'  it  had  been  one  of  those 
clays,  when,  from  the  fury  of  tlie  miit- 
ed  elements.  Nature  seemed  sinking 
in  the  concussion  ;  I  had  been,  with 
some  of  our  brethren,  on  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  Saint,  and  not  till  the  evening 
was  far  advanced  did  we  return,  beaten 
and  deluged  by  the  weather ;  the  thun- 
der, as  the  awful  vengeance  of  an  of- 
fended Deity,  rolled  tremendously 
over  our  heads  ;  loud  howled  the  blast 
through  the  forest,  then  it  died  away 
in  low  murmuring  groans,  or  discor« 
dant  whistlings  ;  the  flashes  of  blue 
lightening  glared  ;  the  pelting  of  the 
rain,  the  dashing  of  the  cataracts,  and 
the  violence  of  the  torrents  rushing 
down  the  rocks,  seemed  every  moment 
to  threaten  dissolution  to  mankind, 
and  thrilled  us  with  horror  and  de- 
spair. I  soon  joined  the  brothers  as- 
sembled in  the  chapel,  and  there,  pros- 
trate 
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trate  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  we  depre- 
cated the  anger  of  the  Almiglity  ;  stili 
tlie  storm  raged  with  iniabated  fury, 
and  having  placed  lights  round  the 
image  of  the  blessed  Mother,  many  of 
the  community  formed  into  pai'ties 
in  the  refectory,  others  retired  to  rest, 
in  the  hope  of  losing  apprehension  in 
oblivion ;  but  /,  for  grief  loves  con- 
templation, even  in  a  terrific  form, 
hastened  to  my  cell,  and  extended  my 
$oul  before  that  Heaven  which  inces- 
santly was  opening  to  my  sight :  Gra- 
cious God,  what  a  night  it  was  !  Pro- 
vidence seemed  to  war  upon  the  clouds, 
and  reproach  the  treacherous  Saint  with 
his  Lord's  denial.  The  clock  of  the 
chapel  had  just  tolled  the  half  hour  past 
eleven,  when  in  an  awful  gust  of  wind, 
1  thought  I  distinguished  a  human 
voice;  I  paused,  and  listened;  again 
a  cessation  of  the  thunder  convinced 

me 
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me  I  was  right,  for  I  heard  the  tink-i 
ling  of  the  bell  at  the  Convent  gate  ; 
in  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the 
storm,  the  porter,  as  well  as  the  rest  of 
the  brothers,  had  collected  as  much 
as  possible  into  the  interior ;  I  hastened 
down,  therefore,  concluding  that  some 
benighted  traveller  needed  assistance; 
in  the  idea  that  distress  craved  my  pity, 
caution  was  forgotten,  and  I  hastily 
unbarred  the  gate,  and  threw  it  open, 
when  a  tall  figure,  covered  from  head 
to  foot  with  an  immense  cloak,  rushed 

in" and  he  added,  as  if  overcome 

by  recollection,  '^  that  figure  was  Za- 
notti  S" — 'Protect  me,"  he  cried  *'  from 
the  malice  of  the  elements,  and  save 
me  from  the  pursuits  of  assassins  I" — f 

'  ^  lie  seemed  extremely  faint,  and  sunk 
half  down  upon  the  bench,  placed  for 
the  convenience  of  strangers,  and  for 
the  first  time  gave,  me  a  view  of  his 

...  features ; 
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features;  they  were  such  as  nmdc  an 
indelible  hnpression  on  my  niiucl ;  niy 
cliUd,  they  are  still  beyond  descrip- 
tion, they  >\'ere  then  inifathomable  I 
damps,  as  of  death,  sat  on  his  livid 
forehead ;  his  cheek  was  blanched  with 
emotion,  and  the  cold  hand  I  held  be- 
tween my  own,  trembled — Heavens^ 
how  it  trembled  1  he  told  me  he  was 
unfortunate,  that  he  had  been  jour- 
neying to  the  Convent,  \\ith  the  in- 
tention of  becoming  one  of  its  mem- 
bers, when  he  was  attacked  by  robber.*? 
in  the  wood,  and  with  great  difficulty 
escaped.  I  conducted  him  to  our  Su- 
perior, with  whom. he  had  a  long  and 
private  interview  ;  shortly  after  he  en- 
tered his  noviciate,  and  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible took  the  vows." 

'^  And  his  conduct  has  ever  since 
excited  much  surprise?"   said   Viola, 

whose 


65 


whose  interest  was  now  raised  to  tlie 
higliest  degree. 


*^  Aye,  my  cliild,  and  I  may  say 
suspicion,"  replied  tlie  good  priest, 
*^  for  misfortunes  more  commonly  sof- 
ten the  feelings  than  blunt  tliern  ;  now 
Zanotti  is  harder  than  the  rock ;  and 
from  the  time  he  became  a  member  of 
our  society,  has  never  kept  up  the 
slightest  intercourse  with  any  one  here  ; 
lie  avoids  all  approaches  to  conversa- 
tion ;  books  seem  to  be  his  sole  amuse- 
ment, and  only  companions," 

^ '  Th  I N  K  you  he  is  a  religious  man  ?'* 
said  Viola. 

''  No,"  replied  the  Monk,  "I  do 
not ;  he  has  put  on  the  semblance  for 
interest  and  convenience,  but  small,  I 
fear  me,  is  the  inward  portion  ;  I  am 

convinced 
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convinced  lie  is  a  man  acliing  iinclef 
tlie  oppression  of  guilty  reflections : 
my  ceil,  before  he  became  Al^bate, 
was  next  to  his  ;  there  liave  I  heard 
him,  the  whole  live-long  night,  pace 
up  and  down  with  hasty  and  <lisopder- 
cd  steps ;  and  when  he  has  joined  u^ 
in  the  morning  duties,  it  was  with 
looks  so  haggard  and  care-worn,  as 
left  none  in  doubt  but  that  the  errors 
of  his  past  life  were  thus  making  their 
atonement."  i 

**  How,"  said  Viola,  ^''did  it  hap- 
pen that  he  was  made  Superior,  when 
there  w^ere  so  many  more  older  bre- 
thren?" '. 

"  Interest,  my  child,"  returned  the 
old  man.  ^*  Soon  after  he  was  settled 
in  this  Convent,  he  became  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  JMarchese  di  Mo- 


67 

fmio,  aiifl  diosen  Confessor  to  tliat  il- 
lustrious family  ;  by- whicli  means,  on 
the  death  of  the  old  Abhate,  he  was 
appointed  suc<?essor ;  but  no  one  more 
strongly  proved  that  aggrandizement 
cannot  bring  peace  of  mind,  than  he 
docs ;  ever  tenacious  and  distrustful, 
if  he  perceive  two  or  three  of  the  bio-r 
thers  engaged  together  in  discourse,: 
iitj  is  uncsjsy  and  perplexed,  nor  rests 
tiU  the  party  is  broken ;  up  :  since  \i&. 
catered  the  abbey,  I  do  not  think^'  ex-^ 
ceptingia  .hi^  visits  tQtheca&tle,  that 
he  ever  went  beyond  its  walls,  and 
then  it  is  always  with  so  much  cautioiv 
and  circumspection,  as  must  necessa^ 
pily  fill  every  mind  witli  conjectures  to 
his  disadvantage.  I  had  however  for-i 
got,  there  is  a  place,  where  in  the  close 
of  evening  he  sometimes  retires;  it  is 
to  the  high  craggy  point  of  a  rock; 
.  ..  and 
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and  often  as  I've  passed  the  road,  have 
I  seen  hini,  stretched  with  his  vast 
length  across  the  pinnacle,  apparently 
lost  in  the  madness  of  reflection." 

*'  Good  Father,"  said  Viola,  ''did 
you  never  remark  that  Zanotti  always 
wears  the  cowl  so  as  to  entirely  conceal 
his  face?" — *'  Truly  he  need  not,"  re- 
plied Jerome,  *'  for  in  the  course  of 
seven  years,  from  the  time  he  came  to 
us,  he  was  so  altered,  both  in  face  and 
person,  that  I.  would  have  defied  his 
nearest  friend  to  have  remembered  liim ; 
tliere  is  still,  however,  an  air  of  ma- 
jesty about  him  nothing  can  ever  alter ; 
he  had  the  finest  face  I  ever  saw ;  and 
the  night  I  first  opened  our  gate  to  re- 
ceive him,  I  pictured  him  as  the  fallen 
angel ;  like  him,  his  pride  seemed 
wounded,  but  not  subdued  ;  and  as  I 

marked 


TYiarkecl  llie  furious  warfare  of  the  in- 
ward passions,  I  said,  *'  that  soul  can 
never  be  at  peace." 

Again  Viola  demanded,  if  he 
thought  Zanotti  had  ever  any  previous 
connexion  M'ith  the  Albenzi  family, 
ere  his  rehgious  avocation  introduced 
him  to  its  notice  ? 

To  this  the  Monk  replied,  he  knew 
not,  though  he  had  himself,  perhaps 
superstitiously,  connected  the  date  of 
his  arrival  to  a  circumstance  annexed 
to  thenu  *'  There  is,"  continued  the 
Friar,  with  some  degree  of  solemnity, 
*'  a  prophecy  hangs  over  the  house  of 
the  Albenzi,  which  says,  that  one  of 
its  descendants  must  beware  the  ^  Eve 
of  San  Pietro  !'  'tis  a  weak  tradition, 
but    yet    there    are    times    when   the 

strongest 
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strongest  nerves  will  yield  to  these  ini- 
prebsi-oDs." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Viola,  whose  mind 
did  inesistibly  give  way  to  this  im- 
pression, -^  perhaps  it  is  already  ftdfil- 
\{i^;  Bertoldo  might  have  perished  on 
that  day." 

^' No,  my  child,"  answered  Jerome, 
*^  if  there  is  any  truth  in  the  predic- 
tion, it  is  yet  to  come;  he  died^some 
time  before  it  Ah  !  what  a  melancholy 
end  that  was  !  to  think,  that  in  the 
space  of  a  few  transient  hours,  him- 
self, his  lovely  wife,  and  infant  blos- 
som, should  all  be  mouldering  in  the 
dust  !  'twas  a  bad  business,  and  if  by 
publishing  my  opinion,  Bertoldo  G<iuld 
be  raised  from  the  tomb,  I  should  not 
long  have  any  SK:rupleiy  on  the  scorq 

of rbut  'tis  no  matter" 

2  ''  Does 
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^'  Does  the  present  Marcliese  never 
visit  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  good 
Father  r "  *  said  Viola. 

''  No,  daughter,"  he  answered^ 
shaking  his  head  ;  *'  he  has  never  cros- 
sed the  threshold  but  once  since  the 
day  he  left  it  after  his  brother's  death ; 
'twas  then  by  accident,  for  he  was  be- 
nighted on  his  road  to  some  other 
place,   and  was  obliged  to  stop  there." 

-^ The  Monk  paused,  as  if  fearful  of 

proceeding;  Viola  regarded  him  ear- 
nestly ;  imagination  was  heated,  and 
she  shuddered  at  the  horrible  visions 
it  conjured  up  :  she  pressed  Jerome  to 
proceed ;  she  went  farther,  she  de- 
manded in  a  faultering  accent,  "  whe- 
ther there  had  ever  b^en  reason  to  ima- 
gine that  the  untimely  death  of  the 
Marchese" — ^^she  hesitated  ;  she  dared 
not  finish  tlie  sentence.  '- 

'*  'Tis 


"  Tis  hard,  my  cliild/'  continued 
the  old  man,  "  to  speak  decidedly  on  so 
dreadful  a  suhjecl ;  in  these  bad  times, 
the  less  is  said  the  better ;  still  every 
one  has  his  thoughts,  and  mine  never 
Avcre  favourable  to  the  character  of 
Morano.  I  have  heard,  the  night  he 
was  driven  to  his  own  castle  for  shelter, 
that  his  repugnance  to  enter  it  was  vi- 
sible to  the  meanest  of  his  attendants; 
that  he  would  have  put  up  at  the  lowest 
hovel  on  the  road,  in  preference,  had 
tlicre  been  one  to  have  received  him  ; 
and  it  was  said" 

*^  What  ! — oh.  Father!"  said  Viola, 
**  what  was  said  ?" 

**  That  as  the  loud  clock  of  the  cas- 
tle beat  the  hour  of  twelve,  when  all  his 
followers  were  locked  in  sleep,  that  the 
Marehese   darted   from   his   chamber, 

and 


and  at  tlie  door  of  one  of  his  sd-vinte* 
rooms,  sunk  down  in  a  strong  con- 
vulsion:  on  his  recovery  he  uttered 
incoherent  ravings,  and  commanded 
them  to  tear  the  blasting  object  from 
his  pillow.  Oh,  my  child  !  those  were 
dark  words ;  they  savoured  of  wicked 
deeds,  and  I  fear  are  marked  in  jetty 
characters  on  his  heart.  The  care  of 
the  castle  was  given  in  charge  to  oiie 
Corvino,  a  man  who  once  lived  in  the 
service  of  the  iMarchese  at  Naples ; 
him  I  have  seen,  and  I  think,  if  his 
looks  do  not  belie  him,  he  is  capable  oJF 
s  xecuting  an}^  crime  the  vices  of  hi^ 
employer  may  rcqun'c/' 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  spcecli, 
l.aurentinc  entered  the  room,  saying 
Bernardo  had  been  walking  about  tlie 
gallery  for  some  time,  and  as  he  was 
now  c;one  to  fetch  a  li^'ht,  slue  thouo'ht 
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Jerome  liad  better  depart,  while  the 
darkness  would  conceal  him  :  to  this 
the  Friar  assented,  bidding  her  to  be  of 
good  cheer;  and  assuring  her,  that  while 
^>he  continued  innocent  and  virtuous;, 
God  would  bless  her  !  Viola  pressed  his 
hand  to  her  lips,  and  as  the  warm  tear 
of  gratitude  fell  on  his  withered  palm, 
Jerome  still  felt  that  disappointment 
had  not  yet  quite  chilled  the  tide  of 
sensibility  within  his  breast. 

On  the  next  morning,  at  an  early 
hour,  the  Marchesc  di  Morano,  after 
an  absence  of  four  months,  arrived  once 
more  at  his  castle.  Notwithstanding 
the  success  of  his  plan  in  keeping  Al- 
benza  from  his  mother,  his  mind  was  ill 
at  ease ;  the  foreigner  he  had  encoun- 
tered at  Montebino's  still  followed  him 
in  idea;  and  while  he  tried  to  lull  him- 
self into  a  false  securit}-,  gnawing  and 

corroding 
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corroding  reflections  incessantly  haunt- 
ed him.     On  his  arrival,   he  sent  for 
Bianca,  and  enquired  on  what  day  the 
Marchesa  died ;  by  this  means  endea- 
vouring to  disguise,  that  when  he  gave 
orders  for  her  hasty   funeral,   he  was 
ignorant  of  the  time  of  her  decease : 
this  subterfuge  was  however  easily  seen 
through  by  the  housekeeper,  who,  after 
giving  her  Lord  the  necessary  infor- 
mation,   could  not  forbear   muttering 
her  opinion  on  the  subject.     The  Mar- 
chese  was  not  at  the  present  calculated 
to  listen  to  animadversions  of  this  na- 
ture   with    patience ;     but    while    he 
spurned  the  humble  reprover  from  his 
presence,  the  still,  though  more  forcible 
monitor  within,  was  repelled  in  vain. 
He  spent  ,the  remainder,  of  the  day  in 
solitude  and  silence ;  for  artful  as  he 
was,  he  feared  trusting  himself  even  to 
the  observation   of  his  own  servants. 
E  2  Night 
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Sight  approached ;  the  deep  tolling 
hell  of  tlie  convent,  as  it  heat  slowly 
its  awful  summons  to  the  cold  remains 
of  his  hapless  wife,  struck  like  lead 
upon  his  soul,  while  the  cries  and 
lamentations  which  revihrated  from  all 
parts  of  the  mansion,  sounded  as  de- 
nunciations against  himself.  He  tra- 
versed his  apartment,  the  pale  moon 
"beamed  upon  his  countenance,  and  the 
large  mirror  reflected  him  to  himself; 
this  was  too  much,  conscience  was 
triumphant !  and  h^  turned  from  tlie 
reflection  faint  and  motionless.  Again 
-^the  note  of  death  floated  on  the  breeze, 
^s  the  low  voices  of  thebrethrenchaunt- 
ed  a  requiem  to  the  departed  spirit. 
He  then  distinctly  heard  footsteps  o^'er 
his  head  ;  they  were  removing  the  body 
bf  the  Marchesa,  for  he  o])served  a 
procession  of  the  Monks  windiiig  down 
the  mountain  to  meet  it.  He  now  dis- 
1  ti-ngui«.h«*d 
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luigulshed  tli^  voice  9f  Z^motti  ia- 
prayt^r;  Morano  was  frantic!  *^  PU 
sound  accursedr'  he  wildly  exclainicd, 
*'  but  for  thee  I  niight  have  been  hap- 
py '.——Yet  oh,  n9l"he  addqdj  thiQAVr 
ing  himself  on  tlie  ground  in  an  agqu^ 
of  mental  suffering,  **  ther^  is  no  hap- 
piness on  earth  ;  no  world  in  Heaven  I 

. yet  why  am   I  not  happy?"    11^ 

added,  after  a  moinent's  pause,  **  Hell  I 
tl^pu  vapour  of  canting  priestcraft,  I 
feiir  tl^^e  not!  Cleance  caii  ri§e  no 
more ;  Bertoldo  sleeps,  sleeps  in  peacf  j 

and"- he  started  !  for  his  door  was 

at  that  moment  softly,  opened,  and  a 
fprni,  light  "  as  tbe  feathered  gossa* 
nicr,"  glided  past  him ;  one  hand  en- 
folded tlie  drapery  over  its  breast, 
while  the  other  held  open  a  thin  white 
.veil,  that  waved  around  it.  "  Horror  1 
perdition  !"  uttered  the  affrighted  Mar- 
chese,  half  suffocated  with  terror ; 
E  3  *'  there 
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'*  there  is  a  Hell,  avenging  God  !  there 
is  a  'punishment,  and  thou — thou — art 
sent  to  blast  me  with  conviction  !"  A 
faint  scream,  as  the  figure  tottered  to  a 
seat,  recalled  his  scattered  ideas,  and  he 
flew  towards  it :  it  was  Viola,  who, 
anxious  to  obtain  one  last  look  of  her 
lost  friend,  and  finding  the  other  apart- 
ments locked,  had  ventured  (bearing 
no  noise,)  to  cross  the  chamber  of  the 
Marchese.  Now  'wildly  she  gazed 
around,  and  involuntarily  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands. 

*'  Pardox  me,  my  Lord  !"  she  at 
last  articulated,  ^^  I  beseech  your  for- 
giveness ;  the  entrance  to  the  great 
stair-case  is  bolted,  and  I  did  not  ima- 
gine you  would  now  have  been  here/* 
i\forano  still  grasped  her  arm  ;  still  con- 
tinued to  examine,  with  a  look  of 
engerncss  and  dismay,   a  countenance 

which 
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which  a  moment  before  he  had  sup- 
posed to  have  been  that  of  an  imma- 
terial being.  ^'  Begone  T'  he  at  length 
exclaimed,  in.  a  voice  smotliered  by 
emotions  ;  **  leave  me  this  moment  ! — 
''Yet  stay,"  he  added,  ''you  shall  not 
till  you  have  heard  my  will;  till  you 
promise  submission  to  my  commands. 
Albenza  loves  you  !  mark  me,  he  loves 
you !  but  beware,  fond  girl,  beneath 
his  honied  words,  his  soft  endear- 
ments, death  lurks  in  ambush  !  remem- 
ber, the  lynx  cannot  outdo  me  in 
watchfulness;  and  your  every  look  is 
noted  and  observed." 

''  Hear  me^  my  Lord  1"  replied 
Viola,  "  I  shall  soon  be  beyond  the 
reacii  of  your  unjust  suspicions ;  for 
do  not  think  I  am  so  base  a  thing  as 
to  remain  a  dependant  under  a  roof 
wlierc  1  have  no  claims  for  either  ten- 
E  4  dcrncss 
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iU'iat'Sb  or. piotetTioii.  I'liy,' slic acicit <l, 
tciiis  stieiiining  <lown  her  clictks,  **  it 
is  tiLie,  1  did  hope  to  liave  met  with," 
A  riistliiio-  close  by  the  door,  wariK-d 
her  that  the  bier  of  the  Ivlaicheha  was 
now  passing  by.  '*  Let  me  go,  njV 
Lord!"  she  cried  wiUlly  ;  *' let  nie 
obtain  but  o?ie  more  transient  look  of 
those  beloved  remains,  and  I.  will  bless 
you  !"  Tlie  Maichese  stiil  held  her. 
*  *  My  mother  !  my  lost  adored  parent  I 
thou  art  gone  for  ever!  forever!  oh^ 
for  ever  !  farewell  I" 

'*  She  zi'as  thy  mother  then,"  an- 
swered the  Marchess,  hastily  catching 
at  her  last  words  :  'Mt  is  well ;  'tis  but 
as  I  conjcetured,  and  yet  you  would 
encourage  the  wretched  Albenza  in  his 
mad  addresses !" 

''  Oii  God  !''  cried  Viola,  ftantickly 
\    .  placing 
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]3[lacing  lier  liand  before  his  mouth,' 
'*  wliat  is  it  that  you  utter  ?  Oh,  my 
Lord  1  that  you  should  have  a  heart  so 
vile,  so  cowardly,  as  thus  to  trample 
on  a  defenceless  woman  !  My  mother  i 
true,  she  was  one  to  me  !  but  the  chaste 
parent  who  gave  you  to  life,  was  not 
more  pure  or  faithful.  Witness  Hea^ 
ven  !"  she  continued,  sinking  on  her 
knees,  and  raising  her  hands ;  '*  as 
firmly  as  I  do  beUeve  the  virtuous 
breast  finds  its  reward  Avithin  thy 
mighty  kingdom,  so  firmly  do  I  think- 
r  am  not  her  offspring. " 

■'  To  whom  then,"  said  tlie  Mar- 
chese,  "  do  you  owe  your  being  ?  for 
no  vulgar  stock  could  give  existence  to 
so  proud  a  spirit ;  it  were  better,  there- 
fore, that  you  made  a  friend  of  me  ;  a 
free,  unlimited  confidence,  may  place 
it  in  my  power  to  serve  you,  but 
E  5  mystery; 
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mystery  and  concealment    can    only 
gain y ail  enemies." 

"Alas,  my  Lord!"  replied  Viola, 
^'  you  know  as  much  of  my  parents  as 
I  m}'self  do  ;  would  to  God  I  had 
never  had  them." 

MoRANo  was  silent ;  for  as  he  watch- 
ed the  workings  ofhernohle  and  hi- 
genuous  countenance,  truth  was  so 
legibly  written,  that  he  could  not  dis- 
trust her ;  her  connexion  with  the 
Marchesa  had  often  been  a  subject  for 
much  reflection  in  his  own  mind.  To 
Zanotti  he  had  communicated  his  sus- 
picions on  the  occasion,  but  to  his 
great  surprise,  had  always  found  him 
cold  and  reserved  on  delivering  his 
opinion  in  return,  while  such  is  the 
strength  of  innocence  and  intcgrit}:, 
that  for  a  moment  all  his  anger  and 

resentment 
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resentment  was  disarmed ;  he  forgot 
that  she  was  the  dangerous  object  of 
his  son's  affections,  and  he  only  be- 
held an  amiable  unfortunate  young 
woman,  who  had  the  strongest  claims 
on  his  protection  and  generosity. 
There  are  few  minds  indeed  so  bad,  as 
not  at  times  to  experience  the  power 
of  virtue;  and  Morano  had  frequently 
trembled  at  the  striking  contrast  pre- 
sented b}^  this  sentiment,  to  the  tenoi' 
of  his  accustomed  thoughts  ;  the  crea- 
ture of  mipulse,  his  very  best  quaUties 
had  degenerated  from  the  excess  in 
which  he  had  hrst  exercised  them  ; 
through  life,  every  principle  had  been 
sacrificed  to  each  violent  gratification 
by  turns;  and  those  very  faults, 
which  in  youth  had  arisen  from  the 
vivid  iijipetuosity  of  passions  and  feci* 
ings,  had  hardened  at  length 'into  a 
E  G  stern 
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stern  ■apaflietic  systetifi,  callous  to  ear^H 
consideration  of  justice  and  rectitude. 

**  I  H  A V  E  neither  time  nor  inclination 
at  present,"  he  said,  addressing  him- 
self to  liis  affrighted  auditor,  *'  to  en- 
ter into  circumstances  which  I  rather 
think  had  better  for  ever  remain  und(T 
the  cloud  that  now  obscui-es  them;  but, " 
he  added  sternly,  **  dare  not  to  leave  the 
castle ;  for  can  you  imagine  me  weak 
enough  to  open  the  cage  to  one  bird, 
only  to  tempt  the  other  to  fly  after : 
young  woman,  beware  how  you  excite 
my  indignation  !  I  expect  visitors  of 
importance  shiortly  at  the  castle,  and  it- 
3s  my  will  that  you  prepare  to  receive, 
wkh  respect  and  attention,  the  Lady 

Olivia  di  Montcbino." Saying  this, 

he  motioned  with  his  hand  for  her  to 
leave  hmi ;    and   Viola  rejoiced  at  a 

dismissiouy 
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<lisiliission,  and  unable  to  reply,  hasten- 
ed to  her  own  apartment.  There  she 
gave  vent  to  lier  sorrow ;  there  be- 
wailed the  hardness  of  her  destiny  ; 
lamented  her  benefactress ;  and  sat- 
fondly  reflecting  on  Alhenza,  dearer 
than  ever  to  her  heart.  In  a  state  of 
torpid  melancholy,  she  had  remained 
at  her  lattice  nearly  two  hours ;  had 
watched  the  mourning  servants  of 
the  Marcliesa  returning  by  torch 
light  from  her  funeral,  and  the  re- 
ceding procession  of  Nuns  and  Fri- 
ars ;  this  instantly  recalled  the  pro- 
mise made  to  the  Marchesa,  and  the' 
lowered  as  -were  her  s])irits  by  the 
events  of  tlie  day,  siie  felt  anxious  to 
lose  no  time  in  fulfilling  it :  still  she 
could  not  reflect,  without  the  strongest 
repugnance  to  destroying  mementos, 
which  by  one  single  glance  might  de- 
velope  the  mystery  that  hung  over  her. 

Again 
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Again  the  image  of  Zanotti  stood  before 
her,  and  his  words  so  dark,  so  iiniu- 
teUigible,  rose  to  her  remembrance. 
"  My  death,  or  my  destruction  !"  re- 
peated Viola,  shuddering  ;  ''  then  death 
awaits  nie  !  What  have  I  done  to  be 
thus  hardly  fated  ?  Alas  !  too  surely  in 
me  is  verified,  oh  Providence  !  thy 
awful  mandate  !  in  me,  the  child  suf- 
fers for  its  parents'  frailties."  Another 
hour  past,  and  still  was  she  irresolute ; 
to  enter  the  recent  chamber  of  death, 
at  the  solemnity  of  midnight,  was  a 
trial  that  required  more  fortitude,  tlian 
one  so  enfeebled  by  grief  and  dejection, 
might  readily  be  supposed  to  possess ; 
that  she  was  a  prisoner  at  the  will  of 
the  Marchese,  flashed  on  her  witli 
dreadful  force  ;  that  she  was  destined 
to  be  the  humble  companion  of  the 
haughty  Olivia,  wounded  her  to  the 
ioul  •  and  tenderly  as  she  loved  Alben- 

za. 
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7a,  when  she-  thought  on  the  evils 
attendant  on  a  further  residence  with 
him,  she  would  have  ahnost  ^-iven  up 
the  chance  of  seeing  him  again,  to  avoid 
the  pangs  to  which  she  knew  further 
meetings  must  subject  them.  In  this 
manner  did  she  continue  to  muse  on 
her  situation,  till  the  same  heavy  foot- 
step that  had  disturbed  her  the  night 
before,  was  heard  again  ;  hastily  she  ran 
to  the  closet,  deposited  her  lamp,  and 
flew  to  the  lattice :  it  was  indeed  the 
Monk  Zanotti,  though  not  the  stran- 
ger with  him  ;  he  was  now  in  earnest 
conversation  with  the  Marchese,  who 
seemed  agitated  and  alarmed. 

*'  He  has  qualms  of  conscience 
then,"  said  Morano :  '^  on  ~my  life! 
it's  lit  he  should  betake  himself  to 
praying  now ;  and  so  he  miglit,   my 

friend, 
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friend,  but  that  these  whining  sinners 
are  wont  to  think  confession  a  salvo 
that  wipes  away  old  scores.'* 

Zanotti  now  answered,  but  in  so 
low  a  tone,  as  to  render  every  thins:  he 
said  unintelligible.  At  length  the  IMar- 
chese  exclahned  in  an  angry  voice, 
*^  Would  he  were  in  his  grave  1  there  is 
the  best  repentance  !" — To  this  a  pause 
succeeded  for  several  minutes,  when 
Zanotti  said,  *'  Look  well  to  the  cot- 
tage good  Morano,  that  holds  a  damn- 
ing   proof,     a    proof They    now 

moved  onward,  but  she  tliought  as 
the  moon-beam  fell  on  the  countenance 
of  Zanotti,  she  liad  never  beheld  it 
more  ghastly.  She  was  prevented  fur- 
ther reflection,  hy  the  entrance  of  Bian- 
ca,  who,  returned  from  the  interment  of 
her  Lady,  came  to  relate  tlie  sad  par^ 
ticulars, 

''All 
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*' All  is  over,  Signiora  !"  siiid  the 
old  woman,  wiping  her  eyes  ;  ^'  I  saw 
her  (jiiietly  laid  in  the  earth,  and  she  is 
now  in  lleaxen,  v/here  niy  Lord,  the 
.vlarche«e,  Vm  sure  will  never  go." 

**  No  more  of  that,  Bianca,"  replied 
Viola,  '*  our  comments  cannot  remedy 
the  evil :  did  the  Abbate  Zanotti  at- 
tend the  funeral?" 

**  No,  Signjora,"  answered  Bianca^ 
*'  he  went,  immediately  after  he  had 
iinislied  praying,  by  the  body,  to  the 
chamber  of  my  Lord,  and  I  heard  after 
that,  both  went  out  together." 

Viola  now  asked,  if  the  Signior 
Y/as  in  the  castle  ?  Bianca  informed 
her,  he  had  visited  the  chamber  of 
his  mother,  and  then  shutting  Jiimself 
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up  in  his  study,  had  retired  from  all 
observation.  I  am  going  presently,^ 
slie  continued,  ''to  open  the  doors 
leading  through  the  great  stair-case  to 
the  Marchesa's  suite  of  rooms,  but  I 
declare  I"m  quite  fearful  to  venture 
alone ;  for  my  part,  I  can  see  no- 
reason  for  its  ever  having  been  closed." 

V.I0LA,  who  felt  assured,  by  tliis  in- 
telligence, she  could  now  execute  her 
purpose,  remonstrated  with  Bianca  on 
her  weakness  ;  promising,  however,  if 
it  would  make  her  more  at  ease,  that 
she  would  accompany  her:  tho' scarcely 
had  the  words  escaped  her  lips,  ere 
she  remembered  the  form  she  had  be- 
held the  night  preceding  tlie  IVfar- 
chesas  death,  and  half  repented  her 
offer :  yet  if  she  feared  with  a  com- 
panion,  what  would  she  do   an  hour 

hence* 
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hence,  when  all  the  family  would  be  at 
rest,  and  far  removed  from  her  hearing  ! 
Taking  therefore  the  arm  of  Biaixca, 
they  soon  accomphslied  the  important 
task  of  unbarring  the  great  door.  *^  I 
do  assure  you,  Signiora,"  said  the 
housekeeper,  as  they  returned  to  Viola's 
chamber,  *^  my  fears  are  not  Avithout 
some  foundation  ;  I  slept  last  night  in 
my  dear  Lady's  dressing-room,  and  after 
I  had  been  in  bed  some  time>  heard  a 
kind  of  noise  on  the  great  stair-case ; 
I  listened,  fancying  it  might  be  the 
wind ;  but  soon  it  came  again,  louder 
than  before  !  there  I  lay,  shivering  and 
shaking  ;  till  thinking  perhaps  some  one 
might  have  been  taken  ill,  I  resolved  to 
summon  up  courage,  and  see  what  it 
could  be  :  I  had  just  got  to  the  door, 
and  to  be  sure  /  made*  no  little  noise  in 
my  fright,  for  I  overturned  a  table  and 

two 
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two  chairs ;  when,  oh  Signiora !  just 
as  I  got  to  the  door,  Santa  Marie  ! 
never  .shall  I  forget  it,  a  dark  ligurc 
shot  by  Rie  quieker  tiian  lightning : 
after  that,  the  sounds  ceased,  and  all 
became  still ;  and  for  my  part  I  can 
only  sa}^  I  would  not  go  up  that 
stair-case  after  dark  again,  for  all  the 
Avealth  of  the  world.  Holy  Virgin  !  it 
Certainly  was  my  Lord  Ijertoldo ;  it 
Joes  not  signify  talking,  but  he  can  no 
niQr$  rest  in  his  grave,  than  the  pre- 
sent Marchese  can  in  his  bed."  Dur- 
ing this  relation,  Viola  had  experienced 
a  variety  of  sensations :  she  felt  there 
^vas  but  too  much  truth  in  the  account, 
for  it  was  exactly  the  same  appearance 
Avhich  had  so  much  alarmed  her  be- 
fore, and  now  filled  her  mind  with  per- 
plexity ;  yet,  to  defer  burning  tha 
papers,   would  not  only  subject  her  to 

the 
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tlie  self-accusation  of  having  neglectccf 
the  commands  of  her  friend,  but,  per- 
haps, put  into  the  possession  of  others, 
that  secret,  on  the  conceahnent  of 
which,  she  had  been  told  her  hfe  and 
fate  depended.  Bianca  was  now  called 
away,  by  the  bell  summoning-  to  sup- 
per in  the  hall;  and  Viola  was  once 
more  left  to  arrange  her  present  pro- 
ceedings and  future  plans.  She  looked 
through  the  lattice,  but  the  Marchese 
and  Zanotti  were  both  gone;  and  as  the 
sight  of  where  she  had  observed  them, 
brought  back  the  conversation  to  her 
remembrance,  she  could  not  but  feel 
they  were  mutually  accomplices  in 
■deeds  of  blootl  and  atrocity,  and  ca- 
pable of  the  most  heinous  crimes : 
while  Jerom.c's  history  of  the  Abbate 
still  farther  astonished  and  confounded 
lun-  :   and  th.(;  more  slie  reflected,   the 

more 
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more  ardently  did  she  long  to  discover 
any  clue  to  her  oM'n  origin,  tliat  might 
prove  it  impossible  for  her  to  be  in 
any  way  connected  with  this  extraor- 
dinary man. 
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CHAP.  III. 


*^  'Tis  now  the  very  v/itching  time  of  night, 
When  church-yards  yawn." 

Shakespeare. 


ViDLA  remained  at  her  window  till 
she  heard  the  receding  footsteps  of  the 
servants  retiring  to  their  several  apart- 
ments ;  the  air  blew  keen,  and  closing 
the  lattice,  she  seated  herself  by  the 
fire  she  had  had  the  precaution  to  have 
kindled,  in  order  to  de:?troy  tlie  pa- 
pers. Her  only  apprehension  now  was 
the  fear  of  awakening  the  Marchese, 
and  thereby  excite  his  suspicion  as  to 
her  motives  for  visiting  the  apartments 
at  -that  hour  of  the  night ;  opening  her 
door,  she  found  lie   was  yet  stirring, 

and 
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and  clearly  Jistingui.'sliccl  hi.^  \oicc  ai:(l 
Zanotti's  in  earnest  conversation  in  the 
saloon.  It  was  already  turned  eleven, 
while  every  passing  minute  but  increas- 
ed her  fears,  and  strengthened  her 
emotions.  The  night  was  not  tempes- 
tuous, yet  gloomy  and  cold  ;  the  wind 
faintly  echoed  round  the  building,  and 
she  turned  pale,  as  the  owl  hooted  from 
the  woods,  or  the  ominous  bat  beat 
asjainst  her  casement.  To  divert  her 
attention,  she  had  recourse  to  another 
search  of  the  Marchesa's  desk,  and 
raost  carefully  examined  e\'ery  part,  in 
the  hope  of  discovering  some  conceal- 
ed drawer,  or  recess,  wherein  the  letter 
n;lght  be  hid  ;  but  it  w^as  to  no  pur- 
pose, and  only  ended  in  additional  un- 
easiness and  astonishment  at  the  enig- 
matical manner  in  which  she  had  heeu 
deprived  of  them.  AV'ith  a  beating 
heart  she  heard  the  great  portal  clash 

loudly 


97 

loudly  on  its  hinges  and  shut  out  ILixr 
notti ;  soon  after  the  Marchese  passed 
by  to  his  chamber,  and  all  became 
quiet  as  the  grave ;  still  it  was  expe- 
dient to  wait  a  sliort  period,  lest  any 
watchful  person  might  be  disturbed, 
and  betray  her  movements.  This  in- 
termediate space  was  spent  in  all  the 
agitation  that  ever  exists  '  between 
the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing,  and 
the  first  motion/ — ^^  Perhaps,"  she 
cried,  her  mind  giving  way  to  the  su- 
perstition of  .the  moment,  ^Mt  is  but 
too  true,  that  the  mangled  form  of 
Bertoldo  now  walks  the  castle  !  Protect 
me,  mighty  Heaven !  in  this  sdlema 
hour,  and  give  me  strength  to  fulfil 
the  task  enjoined  me  with  fortitude  and 
courage  !  and  thou,  blessed  Spirit  of 
my  lost  and  only  friend,  if  thou  art 
permitted  to  look  down  from  thy  ce- 
lestial abode,  to  view  so  low,  so  frail  a 
VOL.  ir.  F  thing 
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thing  as  I  am,  guard  and  watch  over 
me  !  ye  too,   misguided  and  unhappy- 
parents,   beloved  in  idea,  though  un- 
known in  existence,  behold  your  child, 
iind   may  that  child's  misfortunes  and 
concessions  be  received  at  the  throne 
of  mercy   and   forgiveness,  as   a  full 
atonement  for  your  faults;  and  may 
the   tear   of   regret   and   supplication, 
■which   now   falls  humbly    before    my 
God,  efface  your  ci-rors   from  off  tlie 
record  of  jiis  justice  1"     She  arose  from 
this   appeal  with  renovated  assurance, 
and  strong  in  the  possession  of  con- 
scious innocence,  took  her  lamp,  and 
cautiously  unclosing  the  door,  quitted 
her    apartment.     Again    a    restiained 
murmuring  of  the   wind  struck  cold 
and  chilly  to  her  sense ;  her  lanip.   as 
she  passed  the  large  window,  emitted 
but  a  faint  and  feeble  ray,  threatening 
every  instant  to  expire,  and  leave  lier 

in 
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in  total  darkness.  She  now  drew  her 
veil  around  it,  thuiking  by  tins  means 
not  only  to  preserv^e  her  light,  but  also 
to  obscure  herself.  The  clock  beat 
heavily  the  midnight  hour,  and  the 
trembling  Viola  involuntarily  turned- 
her  eyes  from  the  lengthened  mist  of 
the  gallery,  where  she  could  not  help 
fancying  that  the  same  dark  form,  be- 
fore witnessed,  now  pursued  her.  Shi- 
vering, she  reached  the  bed-room  of 
tlie  ]\Iarchesa,  and  overcome  \)y  appre- 
hension, wept,  and  was  leaning  against 
the  wainscot  for  support,  Avlien  a  low, 
repressed  groan,  from  witliin,  causetl 
her  to  start  from  her  position,  and 
iiasten  forwards  with  the  utmost  velo- 
city. Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  great 
stair-case,  leading  to  the  deserted  gal- 
lery of  the  late  Marchesa,  her  terrors 
rapidly  increased  in  the  recollection, 
that  it  was  here  tlie  awful  figure  had 
1  2  dis- 
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dlsappcaioil,  and  faint  almost  to  sink- 
ing, she  was  lialf  inclined  to  give  up 
the  pursuit  this  night  and  return  to  licr 
own  room  ;  but  the  commands  of  her 

benefactress,  too-ether  with  the  strono- 
i         .  ,  . 

necessity  she  herself  felt  for  their  com- 
pletion ;  and  above  all,  a  sense  of  shame 
for  the  cowardly  sentiment  slie  expe- 
rienced, impelled  her  on,  and  deter- 
mined her  to  execute  her  purpose  ;  she 
therefore  ascended  the  stairs  which 
brought  her  directly  to  the  bow-win- 
dow, where  she  had  indulged  her  me- 
lancholy contemplations  the  niglit  be- 
fore the  Marchesa  died.  The  scene, 
though  not  so  terrific,  was  not  less 
solemn  and  impressive ;  the  blast 
mourned  in  hollow  vibration,  and  tlie 
distant  glimmer  of  the  glow- worm's 
light  served  only  to  render  the  exces- 
sive darkness  more  visible.  Viola,  how- 
ever, wlio  had  resolved  not  to  be  now 

shaken 
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shaken  by  any  local  circuinstancc^. 
continued  to  ascend  the  stairs,  Avliicli 
slie  had  just  concluded,  ^vhc!l  a  voice 
that  sounded,  as  one  more  than  mor- 
tal, pronounced  these  words  in  a  se- 
pulchral whisper,  '^  Enter  not  the 
chaml)er  of  sin  and  deatli !''  Viola 
was  horror-struck  ;  she  clung  round 
the  bahistrade,  and,  without  utteiing 
a  word,  covered  her  face  with  her  ^'cil ; 
she  would  have  flown,  but  a  superna- 
tural impulse  seemed  to  chain  her  feet ; 
she  would  have  called,  but  her  tongue 
was  bereft  of  speech,  and  articulation 
gone  :  in  this  position,  therefore,  did. 
she  remain  nearly  five  minutes,  when 
onge  more  a  heavy  groan  M^as  repeated, 
and  then  all  was  still  again  ;  not  a  step, 
was  heard,  not  a  breath,  save  tliat  of 
the  wind,  broke  the  dreadful  silence, 
or  comniunicated  one  ray  of  consola- 
tion to  the  bosom  of  the  wretched  giii,. 
I'  3  who 


who  now  felt  that  only  by  making  the 
most  violent  elFort,  licr  senses  could  be 
pieservctl  amklst  this  gloomy  horror ; 
'\m\  notwithstandinir  the  tremendous 
;  itcrdiction  whicli  still  rung  upon  her 
.':ir,  she  resolved,  if  possible,  to  gain 
ihe  destined  cliambcr,  and  at  every 
hazard  learn  the  v.orst  ;  oifering  up, 
therefore,  a  fervent  ejaculation,  she 
proceeded  along  the  gallery  with  as 
much  quickness  as  her  trembling  limbs 
would  permit :  "  Of  sin  !"  she  repeated, 
us  her  hand  unlocked  the  door  of  the 
Marchesa's  anti-cham.ber  ;  ^'  this  hal- 
lowed spot  can  never  be  the  receptacle 
of  sin,  and  why  should  I  fear  death  ?  ' 
With  poignant  anguish  did  she  gaze  on 
every  relick  of  her  departed  friend;  her 
books,  her  drawings,  the  plants,  nur- 
tured by  her  care,  were  each  dwelt  on 
with  sorrowful  tenderness,  and  bedew- 
ed with  the  tear-drop  of  remembrance  ; 
1  the 


the  rosary  she  had  worn  romul  her 
neck,  received  the  soft. eniprintment  of 
Viola's  kiss,  and  wafs  tied  with  ahp.ost 
jeligious  veneration  on  her  own  ;  her 
cast-off  garment,  yet  hangiug  on  a 
,chair,  was  folded  with  fervour  to  her 
heart,  and  the  soothing  satisfaction 
experienced  at  this  melancholy  re- 
vie  wal,  for  a  moment  dissipated  every 
late  sensation  of  horror  fromhcrr  mind. 
After  sqme  tim^  spent  in  this  mournful 
employment,  she  entered  the  bed-room; 
there  stood  the  bier  on  which  the  body 
had  been  laid,  the  pall  which  had  heeii 
thrown  over,  and  the  aromatic  herbs 
and  flowers  with  which  her  servants 
had  strewed  her  venerated  remains. 
Viola  enclosed  the  sable  covering  in 
her  arms,  and  again  a  shower  of  grief 
fell  to  the  recollection  of  her  she  la- 
mented. j\iuch  lis  she  had  suffered 
fiiace  the  loss  of  her  benefactress,  her 
F  4  pangs 
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pangs  liad  never  been  keener  than  at 
this  moment,  and  the  aniircliy  of*  feel- 
ings that  warretl  within  her  breast,   al- 
most ovcrpowcretl  her  harassed  frame  ; 
never  before  liad  a  sense  of  her  situatioii 
^tood  exhibited  in  such  terrible  array ; 
•esTry  incident  tliat  had  occnrred  withia 
tins  sliort  interval  of  ti-me,   the  hidden 
speeclies  of  the  Monk  Zanotti,  the  liar- 
rowing-  conversation  she  had  overlieard 
vvitli  the  JMarchese  and  the  stranger ; 
tlie  still  more  appalling  worIs  just  ad- 
dressed to  herself;  and   '  last,   thongh 
not   least,'  the   mysterious  .  woman  at 
the  cottage,  who  now,  more  than  ever, 
she  conduded  as  bearing  ^ome  relation 
to  tlie  A 1  ben zi  family  :  all  these  com- 
h'w.cd  at  ov,c€  to  distract  and  bewilder 
lier. 

*'  Great    God  I"     slie  exclaimed, 
fidliiig  on  he  r  knees,   and  resting  her 

head 
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head  on  the  bier,  'Mvh.o  am  I?  what 
black  and  fatal  thread  wea\es  my  liarsh 
destiny,  and  conjures  up  these  omens  of 
misfortune  ?  Gracious  Providence  !  in 
mercy  disclose  the  dreadful  secret  that 
envelopes  me,  or  take  back  a  life  most 
loathed  and  burthensome :  Preserve 
me  !"  she  cried,  looking  wildly  round  ; 
^'  yet,  oh  preserve  me  from  the  crime 
of  murmuring  at  thy  will,  or  repining 
at  thy  pleasure  !  Grant  me  patience — - 
patience,  and  the  welfare  ofAlbenza, 
is  jUl  I  ask  on  earth  !"  Her  head  sunk 
upon  the  bier,  and  for  some  time  she 
continued  weeping  in  this  posture,  for 
the  images  which  were  now  engraven 
on  her  weakened  spirits,  were  not  to 
be  effaced,  either  by  the  force  of  prayer 
or  reflection;  and  with  her  hands 
clasped,  and  raised  to  Heaven,  she. 
continued  to  mourn  in  hopeless  agony: 
'^  Alas  !"  she  added,  drawin'g  the  key 
t5       '  of 
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of  the  cabinet  fioni  her  bosom,  and 
rivetting  lier  eyes  upon  it;  **  eventful 
instrument !  that  could  so  soon  bring 
certainty,  perhaps  comfort,  to  my  soul, 
why  is  thine  aid  withheld  ?  Oh  thou 
betrayer  of  dark  hidden  deeds  !  thou 
dumb  detainer  of  ill-gotten  wealth  I 
thou  senseless  tool !  Avhose  sHght  ta- 
lismanic  touch  can  bring  each  darkened 
history  to  light — why  do  I  clench 
thee,  prompting  to  a  use,  and  yet  must 

burst  in  ignorance  ? 1  cannot  bear 

this  torture  1"  she  continued,  grasping 
the  key  between  both  her  hands, 
**  What  may  this  mean  ?  Great  Provi- 
dence,  who  am  I  r" 

*'  The  child  of  guilt  and  murder  1" 
answered  the  same  petrifying  voice 
that  had  before  spoken  ;  and  Viola, 
unknowing  what  she  did,  rushed  for- 
wards to  the  spot  from  whence  it  seem- 
ed 


ed  to  issue,  which  was  the  closet  in  the 
dressing-room  that  contaiijed  the  ca- 
binet :  "Let  me,"  she  frantickiy  ex- 
claimed, '^  then  fulfil  my  vow,  and 
die  !"  With  a  hand  trembling  in  every 
joint,  she  hastily  unlocked  the  closet 
door,  seized  on  the  cabinet,  and  ap- 
plied the  key  ;  it  was  a  piece  of  curious 
workmanship,  and  contained  a  variety 
of  drawers  and  recesses  :  these,  how- 
ever, she  quickly  passed  over  in  her 
eagerness  to  find  the  one  mentioned 
by.  the  March^sa  as  the  repository  of 
the  papers ;  and  with  feelings  too 
powerful  for  utterance  or  description, 
pressed  on  the  spring ;  but  the  shock 
cf  palsy  seemed  to  fasten  on  her  frame, 
when,  on  openiag  the  drawer,  she  per- 
ceived it  to  be  entirely  empty ;  every 
place,  every  corner,  every  part  of  tlie 
cabinet  did  she  explore  in  vaiii; 
breathless,  examined  the  key,  the  lock, 
F  6  the 
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the  spring,  but  no  marks  of  pressure  or 
violence  was  evident ;  tliey  were  tKe 
same  as  had  been  specified  by  the  Mm- 
chesa,  and  of  so  peculiar  a  construc- 
tion as  to  render  any  deception  im- 
practicable :  the  idea  that  this  brought 
with  it  was  insupportable  ;  and  uttering' 
a  faint  scream,  she  sunk  down  at  the 
foot  of  the  cabinet,  stupified  and  mo- 
tionless :  here  she  remained  nearl}^  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  till  nature  gradually 
submitted  to  its  own  efforts,  and  she 
recovered  :  at  first,  concluding  it  had 
been  a  dream,  she  looked  around,  not 
knowing  where  she  was ;  but  the  sight 
of  the  closet,  and  the  open  cabinet, 
soon  restored  her  to  recollection,  and 
a  cold  shivering,  and  dizziness  of  the 
liead,  made  her  fear  a  relapse  into  her 
former  state  of  insensibility  ;  to  avoid 
this,  she  arose  from  tlie  ground,  and 
onc€  -  more    examined     the    cabinet^, 

tliough 
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though  every  instant  dreading  som6 
invisible  hand  would  arrest  her  search, 
and  dash  her  from  the  spot.  Convinced, 
at  length,  there  was  nothing  to  hope, 
that  the  packet  had  never  been  placed 
there;  or,  what  was  more  probable,  had 
by  some  mysterious  agent  been  con- 
veyed away  ;  she  returned  it  to  its  for- 
mer situation,  locked  the  door,  and 
put  the  key  into  her  bosom.  During 
this,  all  had  been  perfect  quiet;  no 
step,  no  sound  returned,  that  could 
authorise  her  conjectures  of  some  one 
being  within  the  apartments  ;  that  all 
she  had  heard  and  seen  was  the  effect 
of  supernatural  agency,  the  natural 
strength  of  her  understanding  led  her 
to  condemn ;  yet  that  all  things  were 
possible  to  God,  was  an  axiom  she 
firmly  credited  ;  though,  that  he  should 
display  the  omnipotence  of  his  power 
to  a  being  so  humble  as  herself,  was  a 

sup- 
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supposition  she  considered  as  at  once 
impious  and  absurd;  that  she  was  tlic 
pecuHar  care  of  Heaven,  the  modesty 
of  her  nature  deemed  incredible ;  but 
that  she  could  be  abandoned  to  the 
dominion  of  evil  spirits,  was  a  reflection 
innate_  goodness  convinced  her  to  be 
equally  so ;  she  had  then  certainly 
some  unknown  friend  or  enemy  in  the 
world,  who  v/as  acquainted  wuth  her 
history,  and  who  must  have  some  in- 
terest in  her  fate ;  yet  how  this  person 
(whoever  they  might  be,)  could  have 
gained  access  to  these  apartments,  or  to 
the  castle,  at  such  an  hour,  overwhelm- 
ed her  with  surprise  and  astonishment  : 
that  some  inexplicable  events  marked 
her  existence,  was  incontrovertible ; 
and  that  she  was  exposed  to  unforeseen 
and  inevitable  disasters,  made  her  re- 
coil with  increased  antipathy  from  the 
thought  of  residing  longer  at  Morano. 

Unable 
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Unable  to  move,  from  the  agitation 
under  which  she  laboured,  the  loud 
clock  from  the  turret  beat  heavily  the 
first  hour  of  the  morn  ere  she  remem- 
bered a  longer  continuance  in  her 
present  situation  might  be  productive 
of  ill  consequences,  and  she  darted 
through  the  rooms  with  all  the  swift- 
ness of  one  who  every  moment  expect- 
ed to  be  pursued.  When  she  reached 
the  head  of  the  stair-case,  where  the 
voice  had  first  sounded,  her  eyes  closed, 
and  her  hands  convulsively  clenched 
together;  her  fears,  however,  suffered 
no  farther  confirmation,  and  she  once 
more  reached  her  own  apartment  in 
safety. 

When  she  sat  down,  and  began  to 
reflect  on  what  had  passed,  she  was 
again  nearly  tempted  to  believe  she  was 
still   undei'   the   illusion    of  a  dream, 

though 
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thoiigli  a  flood  of  tears,  while  it  came 
opportunely  to  her  relief,  in  calming 
the  perturbation  of  licr  spirits,  only- 
more  strongly  proved  there  had  indeed 
been  too  much  of  reality  in  what  she 
had  suffered  ;  with  the  deepest  sorrow, 
she  beheld  herself,  by  the  unfortmiate 
death  of  her  friend,  completely  in  the 
trammels  of  the  Marchese,  Avho*  but 
wanted  a  convenient  opportunity  to 
make  her  feel  his  power,  and  enduic 
•  his  persecutions  ;  yet  after  much  and 
fruitless  meditation,  Viola,  as  she 
gazed  on  the  boundary  of  her  ov/n  little 
apartment,  could  not  help  feeling  com- 
paratively tranquil  and  serene ;  and 
notwithstanding  the  horrors  she  had 
experienced,  and  the  ills  which  still 
seemed  to  threaten  her;  such  is  the 
divine  influence  of  virtue  on  the  mmd, 
that  after  piously  recommending  licr- 
sclf  to  Providence,  she  sunk  on  her 

couch 
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conch    into    a    qniet    and    rcfVc&Iiing 
slnmbcr. 

Albenza,  in  die  mean  while,  liad 
enjoyed  bnt  little  rest ;  for  the  fnneral 
of  his  mother  had  so  called  forth  his 
indignation,  both  towards  his  father 
and  Zanotti,  tliat  his  whole  night  was 
spent  in  resohitions  to  resist  the  com- 
mands of  the  latter,  and  revolving  a 
thousand  schemes  of  happiness  with 
Viola,  not  doubting,  that  coidd  he 
obtain  another  interview,  he  should 
finally  succeed  in  persuading  her  to 
adopt  his  measures,  and  accept  his 
hand  :  in  hopes  of  this,  he  left  his 
sleepless  pillow  by  the  break  of  dawn, 
and  as  he  knew  her  first  employment 
was  to  visit  his  mother's  favourite  plants 
in  the  viranda,  liastened  to  the  saloon, 
and  liad  recourse  to  a  book  :  the  \'ery 
study,  however,  to  which  he  applied, 

lecalled 


recalled  so  forcibly  the  recollection  of 
that  mother  to  bis  niincl,  tbat  his  sight 
became  dim,  himself  agitated,  and  his 
resentment  again  kindling  towards  the 
Marcliese. 

The  door,  how<?Yer,  was  soon  softly 
opened,  aiid  Viola  entered,  but  not  so 
fts  to  perceive  Albenza,  who,  oat  in 
the  vjranda,  was  obscured  by  the 
quantity  of  shrubs  and  flowers  that 
formecl  almost  a  grove  around  the  win- 
dow :  to  observe  her  motions,  to  watch 
unseen  each  look  of  her,  so  tenderly 
beloved,  was  a  pleasure  he  had  not 
strength  to  deprive  himself  of;  and 
silently  he  kept  his  post,  while  Viola 
seated  herself  at  the  table,  and  opened 
the  book  Albenza  had  just  discarded  : 
it  seemed,  however,  .to  produce  the 
same  effect  on  her  feelings  as  it  liad 
before  dune  on  her  lover's ;   for  afier 

turning* 
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turning  over  the  pages,  she  threw  it 
riiournfiilly  away,  and  while  the  'tears 
chased  each  other  down  her  face,  called 
on  tiie  helo^'cd  names  of  Albenza  and 
his  mother,  deploring*  the  cruelty  of 
that  lot,  which  must  for  ever  banish 
lier  from  love  and  happiness.  This 
v/as  a  moment  Albenza  coidd  resist  no 
longer  ;  bursting  from  his  retreat,  he 
knelt  at  her  feet,  and  ^' conjured  her 
to  fly  with  him  that  moment:  Good 
God  !  Viola,"  he  added,  after  he  had 
concluded  an  argument,  as  rapid  as  it 
v/as  sincere,  **  can  your  goodness  of 
heart  and  disposition  hesitate  for  a 
moment  at  conferring  fehcity  on  the 
man  who  would  lay  down  his  existence 
for  you,  by  agreeing  to  a  request, 
wliicli  I  am  sure  will  ensure  certain  and 
lasting  comfort  to  us  both?  My  wishes^ 
my  views,  are  moderate  ;  yet,  dare  I 
say  so,  when  I  aspire  to  your  love? 

But 
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But  I  mean,  that  peace  is  not  dependant 
upon  rank,  nor  happiness  on  riches ; 
and  a  life  of  active  employment  would 
be  infinitely  preferable  to  me,  than  is 
that  indolent  routine  of  grandeur  and 
dissipation,  wliere  the  mind  sinks  into 
enervation,  for  want  of  proper  uses  to 
apply  itself.  Oh,  my  love !  drive  mc 
not  to  endless  sorrow  ;  remember  my 
feelings  are  but  too  keen,  too  impetu- 
ous ;  and  all  my  hopes  of  joy,  on  this 
side  Heaven,  in  you  are  centered  1 
Here,"  he  continued,  placing  his  mo- 
ther's letter  in  her  hand,  ''read  this, 
and  then  either  consent  to  be  my  own, 
or  let  us  part  for  ever  1" 

The  letter,  as  it  may  be  supposed, 
did  not  produce  exactly  those  effects 
on  Viola,  which  the  ardent  imagina- 
tion of  Albenza  had  led  him  to  ho])e  ; 
with  that  propriety,  so  inherent  in  lier 

nature, 
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nature,  she  saw  it  instantly  in  the  light 
it  had  heen  written;  ''Nor  can  I  think/' 
she  said,  *'  that  when  the  Marchesa 
expressed  a  wish  for  your  marriage, 
she  had  the  smallest  idea  of  my  ever 
becoming*  your '  wife ;  and  trust  me, 
dear  Albenza,  I  know  *too  well  the 
rectitude  of  her  decisions,  to  think  for 
a  moment  she  could  form  a  system  of 
conduct  for  her  darling  son  on  so  pre- 
carious a  foundation,  as  an  unequal 
and  disproportioned  union :  believe 
me,  vou  are  now  suffcrins;  inclination 
to  subdue  judgment,  reason,  and  prin- 
ciple, whose  dictates  unprejudiced  re- 
flection will  prove  you  have  too  much 
disregarded.  You  must  be  aware,  after 
the  very  candid  avowals  T  have  made  of 
my  sentiments,  that  nothing  but  a 
sense  of  right  could  deter  me  from 
becoming  (wdiat  I  should  consider  as 
your   wife)  the  happiest  of  women." 

At 
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Afe  the  conclusion  of.llicse  words,  the 
tears  which  involuntarily  trembled  in 
her  eyes,  convinced  her  a  longer  con- 
versation might  lead  her  to  retract  that 
V  hich  she  knew  it  was  her  duty  to  per- 
severe in,  and  she  was  preparing  to 
quit  the  room,  when  Zanotti  entered 
it.  Notwithstanding  the  conscious 
purity  of  her  intentions,  and  the  vir- 
tuous self-denial  she  had  practised, 
Viola  felt,  at  this  unexpected  sight  of 
the  Monk,  tliat  she  could  have  sunk 
into  the  earth,  to  avoid  the  ilxed  ex- 
pression of  his  scrutinizing  gaze,  for 
his  look  spoke  volumes  to  them  both. 
Calmly  he  seated  himself  by  the  vi- 
randa^  drew  a  book  from  his  pocket, 
and  began  to  read.  This  was  an  in- 
tcrruption  beyond  the  patience  of  Al- 
l)cnza  to  support,  even  in  his  coolest 
moments ;  he  tlicrefore  aj^proachcd 
Zanotti,  regardless   of  the  beseeching 

looks 
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looks  of  Viola,  and  in  a  proud  and  de- 
termined tone,  desired  to  be  in- 
formed of  his  motives  for  thus  intrud- 
ing on  their  privacy;  requesting, 
while  his  whole  face  glowed  with  in- 
dignation, that  he,  woukl  immedi- 
ately quit  the  apartm.ent.  An  impla- 
cable malevolence  was  one  of  the  pecu- 
liar characteristics  of  the  Monk,  and 
an  injury  once  received, ^  a  word  inad- 
vertently escaped,  or  a  look  that  could 
he  construed  as  meant  to  his  own  dis- 
xidvantage,  was  never  forgotten,  rarely, 
if  ever,  unrevenged.  The  young  Al- 
benza  had  alv/ays  been,  particularly, 
an  object  of  dislike  to  him  ;  probably 
from  his  perceiving  he  had  nc\er  been 
kindly  regarded  by  tlie  latter,  v>'hose 
vivacity  of  dispcsition  could  not  ob- 
scure that  discernment  which  com- 
pletely saw  through  the  reserved  and 
morose  habit?  of  the  Confessor,  whom 

he 
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he  always  considered  as  the  adviser  of 
the  INIarchese,  and  a  man  of  dangerous, 
though  guarded  propensities :  at  all 
times,  therefore,  they  were  hut  little 
inchned  to  act  amicahly  towards  each 
other ;  and  the  idea  of  his  appearing  to 
come  then,  for  the  purpose  of  noting 
his  interview  with  Viola,  M^as  in  itself 
sufficient  to  excite  all  the  rage  of  Al- 
benza,  A\ho  to  Zanotti's  steady  and 
obstinate  silence,  still  continued  to 
oppose  threats  and  reproaches.  !Moyed 
at  length  by  his  violence,  the  Abbatc 
rose  from  his  chair,  and  with  that  air 
of  humility  and  forbearance  he  knew 
so  well  how  to  assume,  said,  in  accents 
of  aifected  moderation, 

'^  Is  it  well,  my  son,   thus  to  load 

with  invective  and  indignity,  the  man, 

whose  holy  function  (independent  of 

the  parental  regard  hq  bears  towards 

a  ''■  you,) 
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you,)  should  protect  liini  from  in- 
sult and  profanation?  Or  is  it  liaving 
a  just  conception  of  right,  thus  to 
condemn  in  nie  a  conduct,  for  which 
your  o'ratitiule  alone  ouo-ht  to  he  ex- 
cited  ?  Young  man,  you  stand  upon  a 
tottering  foundation  ;  and  the  pinnacle 
of  your  rash  desires  may  prove  tlie  cli- 
max of  despair  and  horror!  For  you"  he 
continued,  turning  to  Viola,  -svho, 
^vithout  strengtli  to  support  herselfj 
had  yet  not  power  to  (juit  the  room ; 
*•  arc  past  admonition,  and  callous  to 
]C])roof.  Say,  are  my  words  so  weak, 
my  character  so  puerile,  as  for  you  to 
suppose  I  utter  without  moti\e,  or  warn 
without  necessity  ?  Did  I  not  tell 
you,  one  false  step  would  dash  you 
down  the  precipice  to  atoms  ?  Have 
you  forgotten" 

*^  I  HAVE  not,  Father!"  luterruptcd 
VOL.  II.  O  Albciiza, 


Albcnza,  M*ainily,  *^  tliat  the  Signiora 
is  by  ii  mother  bequeathed  to  my  pro- 
tection, and  tliat  by  every  thing  dear 
to  me  will  I  fidfd  the  trust  most  sa- 
credly, and  guard  her  from  insult  with 
my  blood." 

'^  Yf.s  !"  answered  Zanotti,  '^  nobly 
YO\i  fulfil  the  dutv  of  a  son,  by  run- 
iiin<a:  counter  to  vour  father's  wishes  f 
your  mother  ought  to  have  foreseen  the 
misery  she  entailed  upon  her  family, 
AV'hen" 

'-'•  Leave  me  !"  interrupted  Albenza, 
supporting  Viola  with  one  arm,  as 
he  drew  his  sword  with  the  other; 
*'  haughty  priest,  this  instant  quit  the 
castle,  or  dread  all  that  my  open  chas- 
tisement  can   inflict  ! Droop   not, 

my  dearest,"  gazing  on  Viola  ;  *'  Hea- 
ven and  love  shall  guard  thee  !     For 

you," 
/ 
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you,''  he  continued,  then  turning  to 
Zanotti,  ''  who,  cloaked  within  a  garb, 
of  subtle  sanctity,  think  with  impunity 
to  feed  on  the  crcduHty  of  your  em- 
ployers, I  fear  uo  threats  from  you  ! 
I  need  no  favours, — for  those  wlio 
groan  beneath  the  liurden  of  pent-up 
guilt,  who  act  from  sinister  and  base 
designs,  seek  victims  and  tools,  good 
Father :,  I  am  a  man,  accountab'C  to 
none  but  God,  and  the  leimte  lie   has 

t 

stationed  within  my  own  bosom  !'' 

**  Not  to  thy  father!  miscreant?'' 
said  the  Marchese,  who  had  overheard 
part  of  the  conversation,  and  now  broke 
into  the  room  ;  /^  not  to  thy  parent, 
abandoned  boy  !  Hear  me,"  he  pro- 
ceeded, while  his  flice  grew  livid  from 
contending  passions ;  ^'  I  have  pledged 
sny  honour  for  you  to  tlie  Coute  di 
Montebino ;  and  by  all  that's  great,  I 
0  2  swear 
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SM'car  thou    shalt  rccci\'e   the   wife    I 

otter  thee  !  or  that  minion hut  you 

know  me,  All)cnza, — know  it  is  use- 
less to  tam])er  witli  me  tluis,  or  expect 
I  will  revoke  my  decision.'' 

'^  My  Lord  T'  said  Viola,  sinking 
on  lier  knees  before  him,  **  listen  to 
me,  I  conjure  you  ;  oh  hold,  my  heart, 
soon  thou  must  he  at  peace  !  oh  hold, 
vhile  now  I  swear  solemnl}' — swear  to 
renounce" 

**  Viola  !"  exclaimed  Albenza,  seiz- 
ing her  liaud  Avith  a  violence  that  ter- 
rilied  her,    '^  beware  of  what  you  do  ! 

. remember  I   do   not  live  to  hear 

you  say  you  a\  ill  renounce  n^.e  !  ]-epcat 
the  words,  and  the  death  a\ arrant  of 
Albenza  is  sio-ned  irrevocablv." 

^*  Begone  '/'  voci'crateJ  the  ^Inr- 

1  chese ; 


cliesc  ;  and  Viola,  casting  a  look  of 
tenderness  and  supplication  on  Alben- 
za,  luistened  from  the  room  ;  Avhile 
Zanotti  now  approached,  and  in  accents 
of  feigned  conciliation,  exhorted  him 
to  give  up  his  present  pursuit ;  and 
submitting  to  tlie  v/ill  of  liis  father, 
recei\e  his  destined  bride  with  affection 
and  respect.  But  to  every  argument 
he  advanced  on  the  occasion,  Albenza 
only  rephed,  that  he  never  would 
espouse  any  other  woman  than  Viola : 
and  in  a  manner  at  once  dignified  and 
resolute,  begged  to  decline  the  officious 
good  offices  of  Zanotti,  as  he  required 
neither  his  mediation  nor  advice.  Dur- 
ing this  conversation,  the  Marchese, 
unable,  from  tlie  fury  of  his  mind,  to 
reason  calmly  with  his  son,  had  pre- 
served a  sullen  silence  ;  trusting,  that 
in  the  absence  of  Viola  the  plausibility 
of  Zanotti  might  produce  the  desired 
o  3  effect. 
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eflfcct  How  then  wns  be  enraged,  on 
finding  that  son,  hitherto  so  obedient, 
steadily  adhering  to  his  determination, 
and  film  and  immoveable  in  bis  retusal. 
Situated  as  he  was  too  with  the  Conte 
di  Montebino  at  this  period,  b.e  above 
all  tbiugs  dreaded  bis  diseovering  Al- 
benza's  aversion  to  the  marriage,  as  be 
liad  already  written  to  assure  him  of 
bis  acquiescence,  and  his  own  desire  to 
receive  tbem  as  soon  as  possible  at  tlie 
castle,  tbat  tbeir  nuptials  miglit  be 
speedily  conchided.    How  to  act,  there- 

■  fore,  be  knevv  not :  not  that  be  would 
have  besitated  a  moment  on  the  cruelty 

■  of  immuring  Viola  in  a  convent  for 
life,  but  tbat  be  feared  the  fond  and 
enterprising  Albenza  would  not  resr, 
till  he  had  discovered  ber  concealment : 
and  as  he  knew  it  would  require  some 
time  ere  she  could  take  the  veil,  be 
dared  not  bazard  so  probable  a  conse- 
quence. 
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qacnre.  To  keep  her  therefore  inime* 
diaUly  under  his  own  observation, 
seemed  at  present  the  most  prndent 
plan;  and  if,  after  the  arrival  of  JMon- 
tebino,  Ai])enza  still  continued  steady 
ia  opposition,  he  trusted  to  a  con- 
sultation with  Zanotti,  to  prevent  an 
union  he  was  resolvTd  never  should 
take  place.  He  now  thougiit  it  more 
politic  to  assume  an  aj)|'earaiice  of  mo- 
deration towards  Albenza,  Avhom  lie 
reminded  of  the  duties  incumbent  on 
his  character,  as  a  son ;  and  on  those 
annexed  to  his  situatiou,  as  the  last  of 
an  ancient  and  illustrious  family  :  while 
Zanotti,  whose  plans  were  not  yet  ripe 
for  action,  departed,  tliough  not  bek^re 
his  malignant  glance  had  been  marked 
by  Albenza,  whose  open  and  ingenuous 
nature  was  but  a  weak  match  against 
the  subtle  devices  of  those  with  whom 
he  had  to  contend.  Yet  ever  bi'ave  ^ 
G  4  and 
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and  intrepid,  lie  thought  not  for  Inni- 
stif;  for  Viola  alone  he  feared,  for 
her  he  trembled  when  he  considered 
tlie  lengtlr^  to  \vliic]i  his  mereiless  and 
vindictive  parent  ni!L\lit  be  carried  : 
unable  to  conceal  the  emotions  these 
reflections  excited,  he  left  tlie  room  ; 
not,  however,  before  he  besouglit  the 
compassion  of  the  Marchese  towards 
the  mnocent  Viola,  though  he  still 
firmly  declared  against  receiving  the 
hand  of  Olivia. 

It  may  now  be  in  some  mcasnre  re- 
quisite to  account  for  the  entrance  of 
the  Marchese  at  so  early  an  hour, 
I'rom  the  instant  of  his  arrival  at  Mo- 
rano,  Bernardo  had  been  appointed  a 
spy  over  the  actions  of  his  sou,  with 
strict  orders  to  prevent  any  private 
meetings  with  \'iola.  The  man  he  had 
fixed  upon  ^vas  indeed  well  calculated 

to^ 
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to  fill  this  office:  for  such  was  the 
malice  of  his  heart,  that  lie  delighted 
in  the  task,  particularly  against  Viola, 
whom  he  disliked  for  befriending  Gra- 
disca,  long  the  object  of  his  persecution, 
from  her  tenanting  a  spot  he  was  de- 
sirous of  obtaining  for  himself. 

Scarcely  had  Viola  reached  her 
own  apartment,  before  Laurentine  en- 
tered with  a  sorrowful  countenance, 
saying,  she  was  the  messenger  of  heavy 
tidings  from  the  Marchese ;  for  he 
had  commanded  her  to  inform  her 
that  she  was  on  no  account  to  quit  her 
room,  w^ithout  his  permission  ;  and  that 
Laurentine,  who  ^vould  attend  her, 
was  never  to  leave  it,  without  pre- 
viously fastening  the  door  on  the'  out- 
side ;  that  she  was  to  receive  neither 
letter  nor  message,  nor  hold  converse 
w'ith  any  one  in  the  castle,  on  pain  of  his 
g5  .    severest 
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severest  displeasure:   and   *Slear  Sig- 
niora,"  said  the  servant,    ''  if  be  finds 
tliat  you  prefer  me  to  any  of  the  other 
servants,   he  will  instantly  set  a  fresh 
guard  over  you  :  so  pray  be  cautious, 
and  don't  speak  a  word,    if  a  sonl  is 
within  hearing.     I  ahvays  feared,  for 
luy  part,   it  would  come  to  this; 'and 
Jt's   all    tlirough    that    barbarous    old 
Friar,    Avho  will  as   surely    go  to   the 
Devil  as  the  greatest  sinner  on  earth. 
Holy  Virgin,    Signiora !    there's   been 
such  a  hurley-burley  in  the  hall  too ; 
and  only  because  Bianca  let  fall  some- 
thing,  as  that  there  was  more  in  the 
death  of  the  late  Marchese  than  every^ 
one  dreamt  of:  and  so  Bernardo,  who 
heard    the    conversation,    reported    it 
xlirectly  to  my   Lord,  upon  which  he 
sends  for  her  into  his  presence,   (trem- 
bling and  shaking  enough,   I  warrant, 
fur  she    was   frightened    out    of   her 

senses,) 
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senses, )  and  com  man  dec!  her  to  quit  the 
castle  this  very  iiigb.t.  After  hving  so 
many  years  in  hjs  family,  I  wonder  he 
could  have  the  heart  to  do  it :  I  declare 
it's  a  heinous  shame  ;  and  all  for  what 
too  ?  Speaking  the  truth,  Signiora ;  for 
true  it  is,  I  doubt  not." 

Viola  had  attended  to  this  in- 
formation with  that  serenity  a  good 
and  dignified  mind  always  experiences, 
when  suffering  under  the  pressure  of 
unmerited  misfortunes  ;  she  could  not, 
however,  avoid  feeling,  that  the  sacri- 
fice she  had  offered,  in  her  rejection  of 
Albenza,  ill  deserved  this  harsh  return 
from  his  father.  Of  him  she  was  now 
afraid  to  enquire,  for  she  was  hut  too 
certain  their  happiness  mutually  de- 
pended on  each  other ;  and  in  the  idea 
of  renouncing  her  claims  to  his  heart, 
she  felt  her  own  peace  was  for  ever 
G  6  buried  3 
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biiriecl ;  of  the  old  housekeeper  she 
coLild  not  think,  without  sorrow  and 
resentment ;  and  after  thanking  Lai> 
rentine  far  her  counsel,  and  promi^^ing 
faithfully  to  abide  by  it,  she  besought 
her  to  bring  Bianca  to  her  apartnieirt 
before  she  went  away  ;  not  without,  a 
hope,  that  in  charging  her  with  a 
message  to  tlie  Abbess  of  the  Santa 
Ursuhna,  (from  whom  she  began  to 
wonder  she  had  not  heard,)  she  might 
thereby  eifect  her  dehverancc,- 

Laurentine  declared  she  w^ould  do 
her  best,  not  only  because  she  loved 
Viola,  but  that  she  experienced  the 
greatest  pleasure  in  spitmg  the  March  esc 
and  Zanotti,  who  she  knew  was  at  tlic 
bottom  of  It  all  *^  But  do  send  a  word 
of  comfort  to  the  Signior,"  cried  the 
waiting-maid,  as  she  opened  the  door. 
Viola  sighed,  and  looking  earnestly  in 

her 
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her  face,  asked,  what  comfort  she  could 
send,  who  was  bereft  of  every  source  of 
it  in  herself? 

This  was  too  much  for  the  tender- 
hearted  Laurentinc ;  who  declaring, 
that  true  love  was  always  doomed  to 
sufler  in  this  world,  sobbed  out,  tliat 
she  should  never  want  a  friend  ^vliile 
her  humble  means  could  assist  hci*,  and 
left  the  rooim. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP.  IF. 


^^  Oh  God!  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul. 
My  mind  misgives  some  consequence,  yet 
hanging  in  the  stars." 

Shakespeare. 


HDu RING  the  rest  of  a  clay  spent  in 
total  solitude,  Viola  had  recourse  to 
her  usual  occupations,  to  divert  the 
melancholy  that  preyed  upon  her 
mind  ;  that  her  condition  was  more 
desolate  than  ever,  she  was  assured ; 
hut  she  felt  also,  in  proportion  as  her 
trials  increased,  her  strength  and  forti- 
tude ought  to  he  called  forth.  Idleness 
was  the  food  of  sorrow,  and  only  in- 
creased the  despondency  it  could  never 
alleviate ;  she  passed  therefore  an  hour 
2  in 
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ill  work,  another  in  reading,  and  when 
these  began  to  weary,  took  her  hite, 
and  soon  acknowledo;ed  its  mao-ic  in- 
fluence  on  her  spirits^  Did  she  but 
know  Albenza  to  be  happy,  and  been 
allowed  the  privilege  of  air  and  exer- 
cise, Viola  thought  she  could  now 
quietly  submit  to  vegetate  through  the 
remainder  of  a  life,  on  which  the  can- 
ker-worm of  disappointment  liad  so 
early  fastened.  As  the  evening  ap- 
proached, she  became  restless  and  un- 
easy, and  could  not  help  wishing  it 
was  in  her  power  to  visit  the  cottage 
of  Gradisca,  who  was  often  in  her 
thoughts,  and  whose  story  she  was 
most  desirous  to  be  informed  of.  Dark- 
ness was  now  coming  on,  and  she  be- 
gan to  feel  impatient  for  the  appear- 
ance of  Laurentine.  There  is  a  certain 
portion  of  solitude  requisite  for  the 
heart  to  tranquilize  its  griefs ;  beyond 

it. 
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it,  is  drcaclfal;  and  of  all  misciles,  thirt 
of  repressed  unconinuinicated  anguish, 
is  the  most  Insiipportahle.  In  about 
half  an  hour  the  key  moved  in  the 
door,  and  to  the  great  surprise  of  our 
heroine,  Bianca  st<)od  before  her :  her 
e\'es  were  swelled  with  weeping,  and 
searcely  did  she  seem  able  to  suppovt 
lacr  aged,  frame.- 

**  SiGNioRA,"  said  the  faithfid  old 
servant,  ''  I  dare  not  stop  one  instant; 
my  Lord  and  tlie  Abbate  have  just 
gone  fortli  towards  the  valley,  and  I 
resolved  therefore  to  try  and  bid  you 
farewel :  and  here,"  she  eontinued,  t^k- 
iiig  a  letter  from  her  bosom,  *'  I  was  so 
fortunate  as  to  go  to  the  post-houie 
this  morning,  time  enough  to  prevent 
its  falling  into  the  hands  of  Bernardo  ; 
and.  that  it  may  give  you  consolation, 
Signlora;  is  my  earnest  wish," 

ViOXA 
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Viola  was  overjoyed,  for  she  coij- 
rliuled  this  was  an  answer  from  tli€ 
Abbcs.s,  and  tlierefore  intreatcd  Bianca 
would  wait  till  she  bad  read  it. 

*'  That  I  will,  Signiora  !"'  replied 
tl^e  housekeeper,  ^'  and  right  glad  shall 
I  be  to  take  back  another  to  serve 
you.'* 

Viola  now  tore  open  the  envelope, 
and  hastily  cast  her  eyes  over  the  con- 
tents. It  was  from  a  sister  of  the 
convent,  acquainting  her,  '  that  the 
Abbess,  who  was  extremely  ill  at  the 
.time  her  letter  reached  them,  had  died 
a  very  few  days  after ;  that  the  confu* 
sion  they  had  been  thrown  into  on  this 
account,  was  the  reason  she  had  not 
written  before :  and  concluded  with 
telling  her,  they  should  have  been  glad 
to  have  rendered  her  any  service  iu 

their 
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•their  power,  but  tiil  tlie  election  of  a 
new  superior,  could  not  promise  to 
take  her  into  their  liouse.'  Here 
wtis  at  once  a  period  to  all  her  long 
cherished  hopes  of  quitting  tlie  castle  ; 
and  she  was  iiosv^  left  without  any  re- 
source, but  tliat  of  patiently  yielding 
to  her  fate.  A  distant  step,  by  warn- 
ing the  housekeeper  to  depart,  roused 
her  from  the  stupor  of  fruitless  medi- 
tation. Affectionately  slie  pressed  the 
hand  of  Bianca,  and  while  tears  started 
to  her  eyes,  said,  she  had  not  now  one 
friend  in  the  world  to  whom  she  could 
apply  for  assistance.  The  good  wo- 
man, who  feared  a  further  delay,  fer- 
vently implored  a  blessing  on  her  liead, 
then  as  fast  as  possible  hastened  down 
the  stairs,  and  followed  by  the  prayfe 
and  good-wishes  of  her  fell©w-servants, 
finally  quitted  an  abode,  where  she  had 
served  through  life  with  honesty  and 

fidelity. 
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\varded  in  this  world/'  sighed  the 
old  woman,  as  she  raised  her  eyes  to 
take  one  last  look  of  the  turrets  of  the 
castle;  '^  and  a  sorry  one  it  is,  where 
folks  are  absolutely  despised,  and  ill- 
treated,  because  they  vv^on't  take  part 
v.iLli  evil  doers,  and  be  false  to  the 
memory  of  their  true  Lord  !  C^od  rej^t 
the  soul  of  the  good  Bertoldo^  say  J, 
^lareo  !"  she  added,  ^^  and  bless  the 
Signior,  vA\o  is  as  like  what  he  was,  as 
two  peas.''  Ivlarco,  wiio  had  always 
felt  great  veneration  for  the  house- 
keeper, joined  in  the  prayer,  telling' 
her,  he  was  sure  she  would  be  re- 
called whenever  the  Signior  became 
Lord  of  the  Castle. 

EiANCA  shook  her  head,  warmly 
pressed  his  hand,  and  then  bidding  him 
be  a  good  lad,  took  the  road  towards 

the 
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the  cottage  of  a  friend,  Avlicrc  she  was 
to  sleep  that  night,  and  then  proceed 
to  Naples  on  the  morrow. 

Early  the  next  day,  a  courier  ar- 
rived from  the  Conte  di  ]\Iontehino, 
acquainting  the  Alarcliese,  tliat  him- 
self and  daughter  would  be  with  him 
on  the  following  evening;  and  ex- 
pressing their  mutual  satisfaction  in  the 
prospect  of  an  approaching  meeting. 
This  intelligence  was  rather  premature 
for  the  half-formed  plans  of  Morano, 
who  depended  on  a  delay  of  the  visit, 
to  have  in  some  way  disposed  of  Viola, 
"whom  he  was  most  desirous  now  to 
guard  from  the  sight  and  knowledge  of 
Olivia.  Zanotti,  his  counsellor  and 
friend,  had  of  late  been  peculiarly  mo- 
rose and  reserved  ;  and  among  the 
many  inquietudes  that  preyed  upon 
his    guilty    mind,    this    thought   haxl 

much 
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much  contributed  to  alarm  and  per- 
plex hiiu  :  that  a  restrained  disHke 
subsisted  between  them,  a  very  inac- 
curate observer  might  have  seen  :  and 
Morano,  who,  as  he  advanced  in  life, 
began  to  feel  the  weight  of  conscience 
press  heavy,  acknowledged  but  too 
forcibly  the  extent  of  his  power.  Still, 
however,  it  was  of  the  utmost  im- 
portance to  keep  him  in  his  interest ; 
and,  in  order  to  do  so,  he  increased  in 
tiie  Avarmth  of  liis  attentions,  and  load- 
ed him  with  courtesy  and  respect.  He 
had  however  to  contend  with  a  man, 
"wliose  sin-g-le  glance  could  develope  the 
imest  tissue  of  art,  and  over-reach  his 
enemies,  when  most  they  fanc'ied  them- 
selves successfid  and  secure.  Durino^ 
the  course  of  the  day,  tlie  Ivlarchese 
had  another  interview  with  Albenza, 
and  apprized  him  of  the  coming  of  the 
expect-ed  guests:   but  this  intelligence, 

])aiiiful 
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painful  as  it  proved,  had  not  power  to 
shake  that  faith  and  aifection,  iiie\o- 
cably  devoted  to  A^iola,  whom  lie  still 
persisted  to  demand  of  his  flither,  de- 
claring he  never  would  be  the  husband 
of  Olivia;  and  refusing  to  offer  his 
liand  where  he  could  not  bestow  liis 
heart.  jNTorano  ihiding  that  threats  and 
denunciations  were  of  no  avail,  had  at 
last  recourse  to  stratagem  ;  and  falling 
at  the  feet  of  his  son,  besought  liim,  as 
he  would  not  plunge  his  father  into 
ruin  and  despair,  to  preserve  appear- 
ances towards  Olivia,  acknowledging, 
y/ith  well-dissembled  accents  of  sorrow 
and  contrition,  that  he  had  contracted 
debts  with  the  Conte,  (wliich  he  was 
at  this  time  unable  to  discharge,)  and 
on  this  marriage  alone  rested  his  hopes 
to  cancel  them  ;  that  liis  honour,  his 
character,  his  peace,  depended  on  its 
taking  place  ;  and  that  if  Albenza  per- 
sisted 
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listed  in  his  obstinate  predilection  for 
Viola,  he  woidd  be  answerable  for  the 
life  of  a  parent,  who  now  humbly  be- 
sought as  a  favour,  an  obedience 
which,  by  right,  he  was  justified  in 
enforcing.  Albenza  was  horror-struck ! 
he  regarded  the  still  prostrate  Marchese 
in  a  manner  that  sufficiently  indicated 
the  tumult  which  passed  within  him  : 
at  length  he  5aid,  wlille  he  raised  him 
from  his  degrading  attitude, 

*'  Risr,  my  Lord  !  I  conjure  3^011 
rise,  and  in  allowing  me  time  to  recal 
the  strength  of  mind  I  own  your  con- 
fession has  somewhat  put  to  flight, 
beheve  that  I  understand  the  extent 
of  my  duties,  and  know  how  to  practise 
them  ;"  his  voice  trembled,  he  faulter- 
ed,  and  traversed  the  room  under  agi- 
tation no  efforts  could  conceal ;  al- 
ternately from  red  to   pale  were   the 

transitions 
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transitions  of  his  countenance ;  every 
nerve  seemed  throbl)ing  ^\'itli  emotion  ; 
every  poignant  feeling  combating  with 
itself;  while  the  IMarchese,  who  hoped 
e^Try  thing  from  the  noble  generosity 
of  his  natnre,  could  scarcely  conceal 
his  joy  and  satisfaction. 

^^  My  Lord!''  said  Albenza,  in  a 
voice  of  solemn  it  v,  and  endeavourinc^ 
to  assume  calnniess  and  composure, 
*'  your  words  have  each  struck  dao-o-crs 
to  my  soul !  nevertheless,  they  ha\c 
effected  that  which  I  never  could  have 
believed  myself  equal  to.  I  renounce 
Viola  for  ever !  with  lier,  my  every 
source  of  joy  and  happiness  ;  Avith 
lier,  the  whole  for  which  I  prized 
existence ;  for  whom  I  Mould  at  any 
time  have  forfeited  my  life.  -At  the 
slirine  of  i/our  vices,  my  Lord,  behold 
your  son    immolate,  his    youth's   best 

lK)])es, 


liopes,  and  welcome  misery,  as  an  ex:- 
piation  of  your  offences ;  but  let  this 

marriage  be   concluded  speedily. 

I^t  me  not  reflect  on  what  I've  done, 
for  that  is  madness  1 — Come  now,  Oli- 
via, with  all  thy  sex's  arts,  thy  wily 
blandishments,  and  I  will  vow  to  love 

— to  cherish Oh  no,    no  !    surely 

that  never  can  be — the  loathed  sounds 

would  die  upon  my  tongue  ! My 

Viola !  my  bosom's  love,  farewell ! — 
Father — ^forano — I  am  your  victim  ! 
In  that  last  sigh,  I  tore  her  from  my 
heart,  and  give  myself  to  thee,  and  to 
destruction !" 

The  ]\Iarchese  threw  his  arms  about 
his  neck,  and  with  affected  tears  of 
tenderness  and  gratitude,  thanked  and 
blessed  him  ;  but  Albenza  tore  from 
his  embrace,  and  rushed  wildly  from 
the  apartment,  \vhile  INIorano,  having 

VOL.  II.  H  gained 


gained  Ills  point,  (for  tliougli  lie  wit- 
nessed the  conflict  of  his  son,  he  knew 
him  incapable  of  swerving  from  his 
word,)  repaired  exnlting  to  the  mo- 
nastery. 

To   remove  Viola  from  her  present 
accessible  situation,  was  now,  however, 
a  material  object ;  and  for  tliis  purpose 
he  thought  of  some  chambers  which 
had  long  been  uninhabited,  in  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  castle.  During  the  life 
of  the  old  Conte  Morano,  it  had  never 
undergone  repairs  or  alteration,  so  proud 
was  he  of  its  Gothic  and  antique  appear- 
ance ;  but  when  the  present  owner  came 
into  possession,  he  had  it  completely 
modernized,   excepting  this  part  of  the 
northern  turret,   which,  from  its  bad 
aspect,  unpleasant  view,  and  awkward 
proportions,  was  thought  not  deserv- 
ing the  expense.     As  is  generally  the 

case. 
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case,  in  countries  where  the  established 
rehgion  is  bigotted  and  severe,  all  the 
lower  classes  of  society,  as  well  as  some 
of  more  enlighteued  understandings, 
were  much   incUned    to    superstition; 
and  the  circumstance  of  rooms  being- 
long  untenanted,  was  quite  sufficient 
to  render  them  subjects  of  apprehen- 
sion and  terror :  innumerable  were  the 
histories,  therefore,   that  had  been  cir- 
culated,   relative  to   this  part   of  the 
building ;  and  for  years  past,  the  do-, 
mestics  would  as  soon  have  entered  the 
infernal  regions,  as  ventured  near. this 
proscribed  spot ;  it  was,  however,  ad- 
mirably suited  to  the  purposes  of  the 
Marchese  in  confining  Viola,  as  it  was 
far  removed  from  the  habitable  parts, 
of  the  castle,   and  where  none  of  the 
servants   would   ever    dare   approach. 
He  was  not  long  in  resolving  to  whom 
he  should  entrust  this  important  charge,- 
h2  as 


us 

as  It  \ya9>  lils  intention  to  appoint  the 
wife  of    Bernardo  Bianea's  successor, 
and  he  knew  enough  of  these  people 
to  be  convinced  he  mioht  safelv  trust 
them  in  his  iniquitous  designs.    A  con- 
sultation with  Zanotti,   tlierefore,   soon 
conchidcd  one  of  the  deepest-laid  plots 
that  had  ever  been  contrived  against 
the  p('^ace  of  two  amiable  young  per- 
sons, whose  only  error  had  been  dis- 
interested attachment,  and  whose  in- 
genuousness of  character  made  them 
an  easy  prey  to  the  artifices  of  cruelty 
and  deception.     It  was  planned,  that 
in  the  dead  of  night  Viola  should  be 
borne  from  her  chamber  by  Bernardo, 
to  the  dreary  apartments ;  that  every 
care  should  be  taken  to  favour  the  idea 
of  her  having  escaped  from  the  castle, 
the   news   carried   to  Albenza   in   the 
worning  ;  and  in    this  place  was  she 
to  be  strictly  guarded  till  his  mamage, 

and 
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and  departure  with'  his  bride,  wlieu 
she  would  be  immediately  forced  hito^ 
some  far  distant  Convent,  and  there 
obliged  to  take  that  veil,  which  would 
for  ever  place  an  eternal  barrier  be- 
tween lier  and  the  object  of  her  inno- 
cent, but  unhappy  love.  During  tliis 
conference,  Albenza  had  given  hiniself 
up  to  every  sensation  of  bitterness  and 
despair ;  in  the  distraction  of  the  mo- 
ment, he  sought  the  presence  of  V^iola, 
determined  to  pour  forth  his  com- 
plaints, and  abide  by  that  decision  lie 
had  at  all  times  found  so  equitable  and 
so  just;  how  then  was  he  stunned  by 
the  information— that  she  M^as  impri- 
soned by  the  orders  of  his  father,  and 
forbidden  intercourse  with  every  one ! 
that  she  was  torn  from  liim  for  ever ; 
that  he  had  promised  to  become  the 
husband  of  another,  and  forego  all 
those  bright  visions  of  delight  and  hap- 
H  3  pincss 
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piness  he  liad  once  hoped  to  have  realiz- 
ed,' rushed  Hke  frenzy  on  his  brain,  and 
nearly  bereft  him  of  reason  :  but  yet 
his  Father  !  the  man  to  whom  lie  owed 
existence — tlic  husband  of  his  adored 
mother — could  he  phmge  him  into 
misfortunes,  or  devote  to  cHsgrace  tlie 
parent  imploring  at  his  feet  ?  could  he 
trample  on  those  filial  ties  which  bind 
the  very  l)rute  to  its  species  ?  Ah,  no  I 
JEvery  principle  of  nature  and  religion 
revolted  at  the  idea,  and  left  him, 
though  miserable,  detennined.  Of 
what  avail,  then,  would  it  be  to  see 
Viola?  an  interview  with  her  now, 
would  but  render  a  separation,  certain 
and  inevitable,  doubly  dreadful.  How 
tlie  Marchese  had  become  the  creditor 
•  of  Montebino,  was  a  point  that  much 
surprised  him  ;  nor  in  reality  was  it  for 
^lebts  of  honour  alone  (extensive  as 
they  were,)  for  which  iMorano  had  thus 

engaged 
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engaged  himself;  clrcadlng  Albenza's 
investigation  of  that  property  whidi 
so  sliortl}^  would  be  his  due,  and  which 
his  own  extravagance  had  so  much 
wasted,  he  had  stipulated  with  ^lon- 
tebino,  to  advance  a  sum  of  money  on 
the  day  of  his  son's  marriage  with 
Oh  via,  an  agreement  readily  acceded 
to  by  the  Conte,  to  whomiriches  were 
«no  object,  in  comparison  with  uniting 
'his  daughter  to  the  heir  of  one  of  the 
tmost  illustrious  and  powerful  families 
in  the  ^kingdom. 

In  the  contemplation  of  a  mild  sum- 
mer's -evening,  Viola  had  stood  long 
at  her  lattice ;  the  sun  still  glowed 
•faintly  on  the  landscape,  and  the  dis- 
tant murmur  of  the  waterfall  down  the 
rocks,  added  its  soothing  sound  to  the 
.placid  solemnity  of  the  hour;  yet  a 
sad  undefinable  pre-sentiment  weighed 
li  4  on 
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on  lier  niiiul,  and  bhc  beheld  with  all 
tlie  bitterness  of  disappointment  each 
vivid  promise  of  dehisive  fancy  fade 
before  tlie  sond^re  shades  of  truth  and 
certainty  :  sad  retrospection  for  tlie 
youtliful  breast ;  she  saw  herself  un- 
l<nown  to  society,  unclaimed  by  one 
friend,  unfortunate  in  her  attachment; 
deserted,  persecuted,  and,  above  ail, 
deprived  of  that  liberty,  v/hich,  under 
the  sternest  pressure  of  calamity,  still 
shining  a  celestial  ray  from  Heaven, 
illumines  the  darkest  way.  At  the 
time  of  the  Marchesa's  death  she  had 
considered  this  most  invaluable  of  all 
blessings  but  of  little  worth;  only  in 
deprivation  do  we  appreciate  the  highest 
gifts  of  fortune  ;  and  she  who  liad  hi- 
therto gazed  on  the  ''  world  before  her'' 
as  a  blank  surface,  now  recoiled  ^ith 
agony  from  the  idea  of  imprisonment ; 
and  as  her  eye  followed  the  birds,  skim- 
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ililng  their  rapid  flight  towards  the 
wood,^  her  heart  bounded  at  the  sight, 
and  panted  to  be  free, 

"  Alas  l"  she  cried,    *'  how   do    I 
en\y  yonder  peaceful  brute  that  grazes 
in  the  pasture  !   The  nightingale  that 
nestles  by  my  window  can  fly  to  meet 
his  love,  and  all  are  happy  ;   save  man 
alone,  the  victim  of  prejudice  and  nar- 
row pride,  at  once  a  despot  and  a  slave, 
he  alone  is  miserable,  alone  is  vicious  !" 
She  had  scarce  finished  her  pensive  so- 
liloquy, before  her  eye  caught  a  glimpse 
of  one  descending  the  precipice  to  the 
right ;  it  was  not  suflSciently  near  for 
her  to  ascertain  the  person,   though  he 
seemed  familiar  to    her   recollection  ; 
presently  he  wound  round  the  step  near 
that  part  of  the  rock  where  she  had 
indulged  her  meditations  the  night  of 
her  visit  to  Gradisca ;  a  clearer  view, 
n  5  as 
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as  he  stopped  and  raised  Ills  head, 
proved  it  to  be  Albenza ;  and  with 
feelings  of  the  most  poignant  nature 
did  she  gaze  upon  him,  and  give  vent 
-to  that  tenderness  his  unexpected  ap- 
peai-ance  had  so  forcibly  recalled.  He 
had  thrown  himself  on  the  rock,  and 
in  an  attitude  of  the  deepest  melan- 
choly, seemed  lost  in  painfid  rumina- 
tion. What  would  Viola  not  have 
given  at  this  moment,  to  have  shared 
his  sufferings,  and  participated  in  his 
sorrows  !  to  have  poured  forth  the  ef- 
fusions of  her  heart  in  his  bosom,  and 
by  kindness  and  sympathy,  to  lieal 
those  wounds  she  was  but  too  certain 
rankled  in  his  1  In  a  transport  of  grief 
she  called  loudly  on  his  name,  but  the 
echo  alone  reverberated  to  the  sound. 
in  the  hopelessness  of  despair,  she 
.stretched  forth  her  hands  to  the  spot  ; 
but  he  to  Avhom  they  were  directed, 

uncon- 
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unconscious,  saw  them  not  With 
eyes  dimmed  by  weeping,  she  conti- 
nued immoveable  at  the  lattice,  till 
darkness  began  to  steal  over  the  world, 
and  seemed  to  the  desponding  and 
presageful  soul  of  Viola,  to  cast  an 
eternal  gloom  over  Ai^she  eould  not 
help  fancying  she  now  beheld  for  the 
last  time :  terrible  were  the  forebodings 
that  crowded  to  her  mind,  and  every 
deepening  cloud  that  darkened  the  ho- 
aizon,  appeared  as  the  harbinger  of 
misfortune.  Albenza  was  now  no  longer 
visible;  and  after  offering  up  a  fervent 
prayer  for  his  safety,  she  left  the -win- 
dow, and  sat  down  to  wait  with  some 
impatience  the  coming  of  Laurentine, 
who  soon  arrived,  to  the  great  joy  of 
Viola  ;  for  after  a  whole  day  spent  in 
total  solitude,  she  really  looked  for- 
ward to  a  short  interview  with  this 
good,  though  uninformed  girl,  as  to 
H  6  a  source 
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a  source  of  comfort  and  consolation. 
She  was  surprised,  however,  at  the 
unusual  dejection  of  her  air,  the  cause 
of  which  did  not  long  remain  a  secret ; 
for  the  waiting-maid,  after  delivering 
her  opinion  as  usual  on  the  conduct » 
of  the  Marchesc,  informed  lier,  that 
the  person  just  arrived,  as  successor  to 
Bianca,  was  no  other  than  the  wife  of 
the  steward,  and  as  savage  and  fright- 
ful as  himself,  Viola  felt  arieved  at  this 
intelHgence  ;  for,  humhle  as  she  was, 
she  had  cherished  thb  idea  of  the  g-oocl 
old  housekeeper  as  some  dependance 
in  the  moment  of  peril.  Laurentine 
was  now  the  only  being  in  the  castle 
in  the  least  attached  to  her  interest,  and 
she  dreaded  lest  the  politic  tyranny  of 
the  Marchese  would  soon  deprive  her 
of  this  last  support.  With  the  most 
eager  attention  she  listened  to  every 
thing  Laurentine  recounted,  ^vho,  after 

telUng 
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telling  her  the  Conte  and  his  daughter 
were  shortly  expected,  informed  her, 
that  the  Marchese  and  Zanotti  had 
been  close tted  almost  the  whole  day ; 
that  the  Signior  seemed  unusually  de- 
pressed ;  ^^  and  as  for  Bernardo,  Signio- 
ra,  I  don't  know  what's  become  of  him : 
like  the  rest  of  the  men,  I  suppose,  he 
likes  any  house  better  than  that  wluch 
contains  his  wife ;  I've  seen  him  -but 
once  to-day,  and  then  it  was  in  an  odd 
out-of-the-way  place ;  he  had  been 
laying  the  ghosts,  I  fancy,  that  our  fine 
visitors  may  not  be  disturbed  of  nights. " 
Viola  faintly  inquired  what  she  meant 

**  Why,  have  ^''ou  never  heard,  Sig- 
niora,  of  the  northern  tuiret,"  replied 
Laurentine,  *'  that's  been  shut  up  for 
so  many  years,  because,  as  they  say, 
a  Signiora  of  the  Morano  family  died 
there   of  a   broken  htart :    her  lover, 

Signiora, 
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Slgniora,  was  killed  by  her  elder  bro- 
ther, who  did  not  approve  their  mar- 
riage :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  believe 
in  all  this  nonsense,  though  I  must 
allow  there  is  something  a^vful  in  the 
very  look  of  that  place. " 


Viola  recollected  often  to  have  no- 
ticed the  picturesque  effect  its  rugged 
and  broken  toAvers  had  by  moon-light 
on  the  scene,  and  now  involuntarily 
sighed  to  the  memory  of  the  imfortu- 
nate  inhabitant  they  once  contained ; 
nor  could  she  forbear  (such  is  the 
proneness  of  human  nature  to  recur  to 
its  own  individual  interest)  from  draw- 
ing a  simiUtude  between  her  own  fate 
and  that  of  this  pining  victim  to  love 
and  inflexibility.  She  was  now  led  into 
a  train  of  ideas  that  kept  her  silent ; 
and  Laurentine,  after  arranging  the 
apartment,    and  trimming  the  laipp, 

placed 
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placed  some  cold  viands  on  the  table, 
and  besought  her  to  partake  of  them  ; 
but  Viola  had  no  appetite,  and  feehng 
somewhat  inclined  to  that  repose  which 
seldom  courted  her  acceptance,  re- 
quested her  to  remove  the  things^  and 
leave  her  to  her  slumbers.  The  servant 
obeyed,  and  left  once  more  alone,  she 
felt,  as  her  ear  dwelt  on  her  receding 
footsteps,  that  her  prospect  of  rest  had 
very  much  decreased,  in  proportion  as 
solitude  brought  back  its  fearful  influ- 
ence on  her  spirits,  and  she  was  asham- 
ed to  acknowledge,  even  to  herself, 
the  extent  of  those  terrors  that  now 
harassed  her  imagination.  Albenza 
was  constantly  before  her  eyes,  and 
the  awful  voice  unceasingly  vibrated 
on  her  fancy :  unable  to  sleep,  she 
took  down  some  poems  from  the  shelf, 
and  began  to  read ;  but  a  short  trial 
soon  convinced  her  that  the  heart  bur- 

thened 


160 

thened  with  sorrows  of  its  own,  is  only 
(1  liven  to  more  acute  sensation  by 
dwelling  on  those  of. description  :  we 
ponder,  compare,  and  refine,  till  every 
evil  is  augmented ;  far  from  pouring- 
balm  into  the  wound,  it  tears  it  open 
in  the  most  tender  part ;  while  the 
mind,  with  redoubled  sensibility,  is 
thrown  back  upon,  itself,  sinking  under 
the  pressure  of  those  feelings  to  which 
the  seductive  language  of  sentiment 
has  but  communicated  a  deeper  smart. 

The  night  was  clear  and  beautiful ; 
every  star,  as  it  twinkled  in  the  firma- 
ment, seemed,  by  its  brightness,  an 
inlet  to  that  Heaven  of  which  it  form- 
ed a  beam,  Viola  seated  herself  at  the 
open  lattice,  for  the  day  had  been  un- 
commonly sultry,  and  the  air  refreshed 
and  invigorated  her ;  still  she  was  un- 
easy, for  every  leaf  that  trembled  in 

the 
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tlie  breeze,  every  soimd  that  rose  upon 
the  gaie,  she  fancied  to  be  the  noise  6f 
footsteps,  and  shivered  lest  the  late 
horrible  conferences  should  be  again 
renewed.  A  faint  g-ieam  of  distant 
liglit  uo\v^  startled  her,  for  she  did  not 
know  any  part  of  the  building  froih 
whence  in  that  direction ^it  could  pro- 
ceed ;  soon  it  disappeared,-  and  all  was 
darkness  ;  then  it  became  visible  again  ; 
and  Viola  for  the  first  time  recollecjted 
that  it  must  issue  from  the  northern 
turret,  whose  gloomy  dark  battlements 
were  now  conspicuous  from  the  stream 
of  light  reflected  on  its  summit.  Spite 
of  the  reason  which  taught  her  to  con- 
demn belief  in  supernatural  agency, 
%he  could  not  view  the  blue  and  lam- 
bent flame  that  fixed  exactly  opposite, 
and  remember  all  that  had  lately  oc- 
curred, without  a  sentiment  very  nearly 
allied  to  superstition.     With  a  kind  of 

stilled 


stifled  emotion  she  Avatched  its  conti- 
iiuaiiGe  nearly  one  quaiter  of  an  hour, 
when   it   died    gradually    away.     The 
story  told  by  Laurentine  had   made  a 
jiowertul  impression  on  her,    and  slie 
remained  witli  her  looks  rivetted  on  the 
-turret  some  time  longer,   till  hearing 
the  family  retire  to  rest,  she  determined 
if  possible  to  avoid  the  melancholy  task 
of    watching    through    another    long 
night ;  and   throwing   herself   in   her 
clothes    on  the  bed,    endeavoured  to 
sleep:  long  it  was  before  she  acknow- 
fledged  its  sooth ingipowxr  ;  and  when 
she  did,    dark    shadowy  forms,     and 
phantoms  of  unconnected  horror,  flitted 
,past  her:  twice  she  started,   and  fan- 
cied a  man  stood  with  an  uplifted  slk^ 
letto  by  her  side;  cold  drops  of  per- 
spiration sat  on  her  face;  her  hands 
were  hot  and   burning ;    she    looked 
around  the  chamber,  but  all  was  safe, 
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all  was  profound  tranquillity:  once 
more  she  laid  her  head  upon  the  pillow, 
and  hegan  to  doze  ;  alas  !  only  to  be 
transported  to  the  cliambers  of  the 
Marchesa,  and  trembling  in  every  joint 
she  awoke  with  the  awful  mandate  of 
tlie  mysterious  invisible  sounding  like 
thunder  on  her  ear  ;  *^  Surely  some  one 
spoke!"'  exclaimed  the  terrified  Viola, 
her  eyes  wildly  exploring  the  chamber  : 
A  low  hollow  noise  beat  heavy  ag*ainst 
the  casement:  *^  It  is  the  owl,"  she 
cried,  pressing  her  hand  on  her  beating 
lieart ;  ^'  sad  messenger  of  misfortune, 
of  late  thou  liast  been  ?;zy  only  Visitor  !" 
Again  she  cast  another  fearful  glance 
towards  the  door;  the  lamp  placed  in 
the  chimney  emitted  but  a  feeble  ray, 
and  served  only  to  render  the  gloom  of 
niidnight  more  appalling;  with  her 
hands  uplifted,  she  besought  Provi- 
d"ence  to   remove  the  oppressive   load 

from 
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from   her  mind  ;  and  liaving  iinisiicd 
lier  piaycr,   was  just  making  another 
effort   for    composure    and    obhvion, 
when,   with  feelings  that  bereft  her  of 
every  faculty,    she  perceived  a  figure 
steahng  through  the  obscurity  of  the 
apartment,  and  approach  her  bed  :  lior- 
ror-struck,    she   sprang  from    it !   but 
what  were  her  emotions,  when  by  the 
help  of  a  dark  lanthorn  which  he  held 
in  his  hand,   she  recognised  the  fero- 
cious features  of  Bernardo  !    His  coun- 
tenance was  moie  ghastly  than  ever ; 
crime  seemed  to  be  written  on  every 
deepened  line,  while  the  gnawings  of 
repressed  conscience  gave  a  livid  cast 
to  his  dark  and  swarthy  complexion. 

^'  You  must  follow  mc  !'*  he  cried, 
in  a  surly  tone,  putting  forth  his  hand, 
to  seize  that  which  seemed  to  curdle  at 

his 
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his  touch  ;  '^  wittout  a  word,  you  must 
follow  me  1" 

Viola,  scarcely  knowing  wliether 
at  first  to  credit  the  evidence  of  her 
senses,  gazed  upon  him  without  utter- 
ing a  syllable,  or  attempting  to  move 
from  the  spot :  and  in  this  state  of  tor- 
pidity, it  is  probable  would  long  have 
remained,  had  not  the  voice  of  her 
companion  roused  her  to  the  consci- 
ousness of  her  situation. 

*'  Have  pity  on  me  !"  she  exclaimed, 
catching  hold  of  his  garment,  *'have 
pity  on  me  !  and  if  ever  one  particle 
of  humanity  inhabited  your  bjeast, 
spare  an  innocent,  an  injured  woman. 
Oh,  take  not  my  life  thus  wrongfully  ! 
In  mercy  to  yourself  hav^  compassion 
upon  me,  and  save  me  for  the  sake  of 

Him 
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llim  on  'vvhoni  you  will. one  day  call  to 
save  you  !" 

^'YouxG  woman,"  replied  the  vil- 
lain, ironically,  *'  my  business  here  is 
not  to  listen  to  exhortations  and 
whining  sermons  ;  I  came  hither  to 
execute  the  commands  of  my  employ- 
er, and  trust  me,  shall  not  flinch  in  my 
duty ;  have  done  with  your  prayers, 
therefore,  for  thev  will  be  of  no  use :  o'o 
with  me  you  must,  and  it  is  as  well  to 
<lo  it  quietly,  as  make  a  piece  of  work, 
when  there  are  none  near  to  help 
you." 

Viola  now  threw  herself  on  her 
knees  before  him,  conjuring  him  to  say 
whither  he  meant  to  take  her;  but 
the  only  answer  she  received,  was  a 
harsh  order  to  be  quiet,  and  obey. 
2  Finding 
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Finding  therefore  that  her  intreatles 
wej-e  of  no  avail,  she  resolved,  since 
she  must  submit,  to  do  it  with  dignity 
and  firmness  ;  and  covering  herself  with 
her  veil,  motioned  Bernardo  to  lead  on  ; 
e\t\j  step  -she  took,  recommending 
herself  to  God,  as  she  had  no  doubt 
but  that  he  was  conveying  her  to  some 
secret  dungeon,  there  to  perpetrate  her 
murder.  In  silence  they  reached  the 
great  hall,  at  the  further  extremity  of 
M'hich  was  a  long  narrow  passage, 
terminating  in  a  steep  winding  stair- 
case :  at  the  top  of  it  they  halted,  and 
Bernardo  drew  forth  a  large  bunch  of 
rusty  keys  from  under  his  cloak.  The 
terrors  of  Viola  here  got  the  better  of 
her  prudence,  for  grasping  his  arm,  she 
besought  him  not  to  kill  her. 

"  Is  blood  then  so  strongly  written 
on  my  visage  ?"  fixing  his  eye  with  a 

diabolical 
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iliabolical  expression  on  her  coun- 
tenance. As  he  spoke,  the  beat  of 
one  soiincled  heavily  on  the  blast ;  and 
without  any  farther  observation,  as  if 
struck  by  some  sudden  impulse,  he 
hurried  her  forwards  to  tlie  end  of 
another  dreary  passage,  equally  long* 
•with  the  last,  though  of  more  ancient 
and  uncouth  i>j)pearance :  the  ceiling 
was  of  fretted  arch-work,  the  wains- 
cotting  discoloured,  and  in  many  places 
pealing  off:  Viola  now  perceived  a 
small  grated  door,  whose  hinges  were 
rusted  with  decay,  and  when  with 
iiKich  difficulty  it  yielded  to  the  efforts 
of  Bernardo,  a  noxious  vapour  that 
instantly  issued  fiom  the  opening, 
proved  it  had  been  long  since  human 
footstep  had  passed  the  threshold :  after 
winding  down  a  steep  spiral  stair-case, 
the  balustrades  of  which  almost  crum- 
bJed  at  the  touch,  thcv  entere<l  a  larsz:c 

spacious 
4 


159 

spacious  gallery,  whose  high  circular 
windows  seemcil  unable  at  any  time 
to  admit  the  light;  and  now  added  to 
the  torn  and  dirty  tapestry  that  moul- 
dered on  its  walls,  ga\'e  it  at  once  an 
air  of  gloom  and  desolation-:  furniture, 
once  magnificent,  lay  scattered  in  ru- 
ined heaps  upon  the  floor,  while  some 
Jialf  obliterated  portraits  hung  pendant 
fjom  the  walls,  exhibiting  images  of 
dis^'ust  and  liorror.  llcr  conductor 
now  led  lier  tlirougli  a  room  equally 
dismal  with  that  she  had  just  quitted, 
into  another  of  smaller  dimensions; 
there  stood  a  bed,  a  table,  and  stand  for 
a  larr.p,  which  comprised  the  whole  con- 
veniences of  an  apartment,  destined  by 
the  -Marchcse  as  the  abode  of  the  un- 
happy Viola.  ^'  V»'e  need  go  no  farther," 
said  llcrnardo,  putting  the  light  on 
tlie  table  ;  "  this  place  is,  I  think,  suf- 
ficiently secure;  and  you  are  now^," 
VOL.  II.  I  he 
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lie  continued,  uhile  Viola  regarded 
him  with  mute  attention,  *^  in  the 
chambers  of  the  northern  turret,  far 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  Signior,  who 
has,  I  must  inform  you,  consented  to 
receive  the  Lady  Ohvia  as  his  wife  l" 

*'  Stay  !"  interrupted  Vi{;la,  while 
her  whole  soul  glowed  with  an  indig- 
nant sense  of  injury,  that  entirely  dissi- 
pated every  sentiment  of  appreiiension, 
and  let  me  ask  by  what  right  I  am 
tlius  unjustly  confined,  wlien  even  the 
paltry  plea  of  tearing  me  from  him, 
exists  no  longer  ?  Since  the  Signior 
has  consented  to  his  father's  A\i8hes, 
why  am  I  thus  persecuted  and  de- 
tained ?" 

"  TiiiNK  you,"  said  Bernardo,  *'that 
the  Marchese  has  not  more  faith  in 
locks  :^nd  bolts,  than  in  the  farrago  of 

a  woman's 


171 

a  woman's  promise?  or  that  he  has  yet 
sulHcient  confidence  in  his  son,  to 
trust  him  in  the  sight  of  those  artful 
allurements,  which  fust  led  him  astray, 
and  may  a  second  time  entice  him 
from  his  duty.  No,  no,  the  Marchese 
has  not  plotted  and  contrived,  to  be 
duped  so  easily."  He  now  made  to- 
wards the  door,  then  stopt,  and  added, 
*^  Let  me  warn  you,  Signiora,  that  you 
w^ili  find  your  only  friend  in  submis- 
sion :  my  w^ife  will  attend  you  in  the 
morning,  and  bring  any  thing  you 
may  need  from  your  own  apartments ; 
but  beware  of  attempting  to  escape; 
it  is  fruitless,  and  the  consequence  will 
be  fatal  to  yourself!" 

*'^  And  am  I  then  to  be  buried  here 

forever!"  cried  Viola,    *' cut  off  with 

the  burthen  of  existence  from  all  hope, 

all  prospect,  all  redress  ?    I  entreat  you 

I  2  tell 
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tlie  castle;  to  leave  my  country  ;  that 
I  will  hide  me  in  a  desert,  so  he  will 
cornj)assionatc  my  hapless  youth,  and 
not  condemn  me  to  this  living  death.'' 

'*  I  CAX  listen  to  no  more  prating," 
returned  the  man,  totally  r.nir.ovcd  l>y 
her  appeal,  "  so  fare  you  well,  Signiora." 
lie  then  closed  the  door,  a\  ith  a  ^  io- 
lence  th^it  jarred  the  ^vhole  foun- 
dation ;  arid  she  soon  after  lieard  the 
grating  of  the  various  locks.  A\'hile 
loolving  round  her  prison,  slie  felt  as  if 
enclosed  within  her  tomh :  so  rapid 
liad  been  the  change  in  her  situation, 
that  for  some  time  she  could  scarcely 
avoid  a  belief  that  she  was  still  dream- 
ing ;  coru'iction,  however,  soon  suc- 
ceeded, and  finding  that  complaint  was 
useless,  that  her  fate  was  inevitable, 
and  herself  far  beyond  the  possibility 

of 
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of  gaining  as>/istunce, .  she  rcsoK  cd,  as 
far  as  lay  in  lier  power,  to  suffer  w  ith 
patience  and  resignation.  ]n  the  ide.i 
tiiat  her  niislbrtunes  weie  not  excited 
by  hei-  own  niisconchiet,  she  experienced 
a  tran(iuil  Kiind  of  pleasin'c,  wl.ieh  is 
c^'er  l!ie  companion  of  an  upriglit 
heart;  she  knew  that  her  thoughts, 
her  desires,  her  "actions,  were  all  open 
to  that  Being,  witliout  wliose  concur- 
rence the  sparrow  cannot  fall  to  the 
ground  :  and  she  felt  assured,  that  in- 
nocence never  suffered  persecution  in 
this  liie,  but  for  good  and  w'sc  pur- 
poses. It  was  not  from  the  tenet.^  of 
philosophy,  or  the  frigid  empathy  of 
natural  indiflerence,  that  Viola  ac- 
quired serenity  in  this  hard  hour  of 
adversity  ;  no,  it  was  a  ilov/er  planted 
by  thiC  hand  of  religion  and  virtue, 
culled  from  tlie  rational  qualities  of 
her  own  disposition,  and  nurtured 
I  3  in 
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In  the  strength  of  innate  worth  und 
conscious  rectitude.  Hope,  too,  gently 
whispered  o  er  her  mind,  and  despair 
was  banished  to  the  g'uilty  bosom, 
where  alone  it  finds  a  lasting  and  a 
kindred  home.  Holding  the  lamp 
above  her  head,  she  took  a  more  ac- 
curate survey  of  her  apartm^ent,  which 
she  imagined  to  be  on  the  other  side  of 
the  tower  from  that  in  which  she  had 
beheld  the  hght.  The  casements,  like 
those  of  the  gallery,  were  much  ele- 
vated ;  and,  she  feared,  from  the  thick 
appearance  of  the  glass,  ivould  afford 
her  still  less  light ;  the  curtains  of  the 
bed  had  once*  been  crimson  velvet,  but 
changed  almost  to  a  black,  and  literal- 
ly adhering  together  in  various  places 
by  lumps  of  clotted  dust ;  the  floor 
was  also  much  worn  away,  and  even 
those  places  which  the  hand  of  time 
had    spared,    were   eaten  by  the   rats 

and 
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and  Venn  in  that  infested  every  part. 
To  sleep  was  impossible,  and  she  there- 
fore eontiuued  to  examine  the  room, 
and  look  i^nxiously  lor  the  return  of 
day  :  this  soon  appeared,   the  grey  of 
morn  btfime  visible  through  the  high 
windows,    and   with  its   light  invigo- 
rated the  sinking  spirits  of  Viola,  who, 
solicitous  to  ascertain  her  present  situa- 
tion, moved  the  shattered  table  under 
the  casement,  and  then  placing  on  it  a 
chair,  obtained  a  perfect  view  of  the 
prospect.     It  was  exactly    where  slie 
conjectured,    the   northern   aspect   of 
the  turret    commanding   an  immense 
extent  of  country  over  the  plains  of 
Abruzzo,  and  looking  immediately  into 
a  large  paved  court-yard  ;  but  which, 
from   the  high   grass  and  weeds  that 
choked  it  up,  exhibited   only  a  path- 
less greensward ;  at  its  extremity  stood 
the  ruins  of  an  old  chapel,   with  the 
cemetery    belonging,    both,    like   the 
1 4  aslies 
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allies  they  covered,  cniinhling'  into 
(lii^r.  Mere  and  there  a]);)eared  the 
remnants  of  a  broken  moninnentj  \\];ilc 
some  maimed  and  headless  figures,  that 
had  once  been  supporteis  to  the  gailerv, 
and  exfjinsitc  pro(h!etions  ^zt'  seul?j- 
ture,  seemed  starthig  m  distorted  atti« 
tiides  toward  the  sepukdires,  of  whieli 
th.eir  hvid  colouring  made  them  look 
jjihabltanrs.  Till  shiC  had  entirely  con- 
cluded her  searcli,  tlie  hope  of  ])eing 
able  to  efioet  her  deliverance  had  been 
fondly  indulged;  but  now,  wearied  and 
disappointed,  she  descended  from  the 
"vvindaw,  and  feeling  assuied  by  tlie 
cheerful  ray,  that  partially  enlightened 
her  dreary  residence,  threw  herself  on 
the  bed,  and  soon  obtained  remission 
of  her  cares  in  a  quiet  and  peaceful 
sh-imber.  From  this  slie'did  not  awake, 
till  the  voice  of  son^e  one  at  the  gal- 
lery door  made  her  hastily  rise,  vlien 

she 
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slic  discovered,  by  the  biiUiancy  of  the 
sun,  tirat  she  must  have  slept  nearly  till 
noon.  The  person  who  now  entered 
was  Bernardo,  with  provisions,  saying*, 
tliat  his  wife  was  prevented  comhig  by 
her  duties  in  the  castle,  but  that  at  night 
she  would  bring  her  clothes  from  her 
own  apartment :  *'  And  that  you  may 
rest  assured,  all  attempts  to  counteract 
the  will  of  the  Marchese  are  impossible, " 
added  the  steward,  *^  know,  that  it  is 
reported  and  believed  throughout  the 
castle,  that  you  liave  escaped  from  it 
by  night  by  means  of  your  friend  Gra- 
disca. " 

*^  And  sJie  will  suffer  then  on  a 
charge,  of  which,  Heaven  knows,  she 
is  most  innocent !"  replied  Viola,  pas- 
sionately clasping  her  hands. 

^^  Never  you  mind  that,"  answered 
I  5  Bernardo ; 
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Bernardo ;  '^  but  since  you  are  so 
mighty  conscientious,  Signiora,  wliy 
did  not  you  reflect  a  little  before  you 
set  about  inveigling  the  aft'ections  of 
the  Signior  ?" 

Viola,  -who  felt  she  would  degrade 
herself  by  replying  to  the  insults  of  this 
unmannered  ruffian,  mildly  enquired, 
if  she  might  be  permitted  to  walk  in 
the  gallery  through  the  day-time  ? 

*^  That's  as  you  behave,  and  my 
wife  thinks  proper,"  replied  Bernardo : 
*'  for  my  part  1  think  there's  room 
enough  for  you  to  walk  here;  and  as 
for  peeping  and  prying,  why  surely 
you've  had  enough  of  that  already." 

She  now  ventured  to  ask,  whether 
the  room,  visible  from  the  inhabited 
fart  of  the  castle,  was  that  in  which 

tradition 
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tradition   reported    the    Signiora    had 
died  ? 

**  It  is  ;"  and  moreover,  lie  added, 
''  the  more  you  keep  out  of  it  the  bet- 
ter ;  for  it  is  said,  every  night,  as  the 
turret  clock  tolls  twelve,  she  traverses 
the  spot  where  her  lover  was  murdered^ 
uttering  dismal  shrieks,  and  then  va- 
nishes in  a  flame  of  fire  1" 

'*  And  wherefore  need  I  fear?"  re- 
plied Viola  calmly;  '^  that  those  who 
ache  beneath  the  burthen  of  secret  sin 
should  tremble  at  these  tales,  I  cannot 
wonder  \  but  innocence,  Bernardo,  is 
it's  own  safeguard  in  the  midst  of  every 
danger." 

He  made  no  reply,   but  telling  her 

his  wife  would  be  there  at  night,   left 

the  room,  ag*ain  barring  and  fast  lock- 

i6  ing 
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iiig  the  doors  as  lie  passed  tln'ongh. 
Once  more  alone,  Viola  had  again 
scope  for  meditation  :  What  would 
Albenza  think,  was  the  first  presenta- 
tion of  her  thoughts,  and  one  that  so 
en  tire!  V  overcame  her,  as  to  leave  no 
resource  but  to  dismiss  it  as  soon  as 
possible.  That  the  unhappy  Gradisca, 
already  sufficiently  bowed  down  by 
adversity,  should  thus  at  last  fall  into 
the  net  spread  by  her  enemies,  was  an 
idea  replete  with  anguish;  for  she  plain- 
ly tsaw  through  the  schemes  of  the 
Marchese,  whose  purpose  it  was  not 
only  to  secure  one  victim,  but  com- 
pletely to  ensnare  the  other.  In  sor- 
rowful ruminations  on  her  own  destiny, 
and  tender  anxiety  for  the  fate  of  him 
she  loved,  did  Viola  pass  her  long  and 
solitary  day,  without  a  book,  or  one 
single  solace  to  beguile  the  heavy  mo- 
notony of  inactive  existence;  yet  as 

the 
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the  hour  approached  when  slie  nnght 
expect  the  conihig  of  Beatrice,  aj)pre- 
hensioii  chilled  her  bosom ;  for  the 
account  of  Laurentine  had  given  her 
a  most  unfavourable  prospect  in  her 
new  gaoler,  and  she  had  early  learnt 
to  think  hardness  and  depravity  in  a 
female  form,  infinitely  more  disgusting 
and  flital,  than  in  any  other  shape 
whatever.  Her  conjectures,  however, 
on  this  subject  were  soon  dispersed  by 
the  entrance  of  the  woman,  and  her 
own  observations  soon  convinced  her 
that  Laurentine  had  drawn  her  descrip- 
tion but  too  faithfully.  She  was  tall, 
awkward,  and  masculine ;  a  face  of 
uncommon  ugliness  was  assisted  by 
an  expression  of  cunning  and  harsh- 
ness ;  and  as  Viola  withdrew  her  eyes 
from  this  short  survey  of  her  compa- 
nion, she  felt  assured  no  on^  soft  sen- 
timent could   exist   in  so   ruthless    a 

dweUing. 
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dwelling.  She  M^as  laden  with  a  large 
bundle  of  wearing  apparel  belonging 
to  Viola;  her  purse,  containing  her 
whole  little  stock  of  money  ;  and  an 
hour-glass,  M'hich  she  placed  upon 
the  table  ;  and  then  observing  in  a  la- 
conic manner,  that  the  provisions 
would  hold  out  till  the  next  evening, 
Avhen  she  should  return  again,  quitted 
the  room  without  the  smallest  saluta- 
tion, leaving  to  solitude  and  sadness 
the  dejected  Viola,  though  still  deter- 
mining to  look  forward  with  hope, 
and  to  acquire  fortitude  "and  resigna- 
tion. The  effort,  as  is  generally  the 
case,  was  in  a  degree  followed  by  suc- 
cess ;  and,  miserable  as  she  was,  she 
carefully  avoided  giving  way  to  those 
violent  paroxysms  of  grief,  which  only 
injure  the  constitution,  and  enervate 
the  mind.  Her  sorrow  was  settled, 
but  serene,  that  gloomy  window,  at 

first 
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first  so  despised,  now  became  a  conso- 
lation and  source  of  comfort ;  while  a 
pencil,  found  by  accident  among  her 
clothes,  was  regarded  with  exquisite 
satisfaction  ;  and  the  pleasure  she  ex- 
perienced in  delineating  the  distant 
landscape  on  the  roitgh  walls  of  her 
prison,  effectually  evinced  that  a  mind, 
naturally  active  and  vigorous,  will, 
though  apparently  deprived  of  every 
means  of  enjoyment,  find  solid  re- 
sou  rc|^s  within  itself. 


CHAP, 
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''  Every  tliiilg  becomes  intolerable  to  the  man 
wlio  \i  once  subclned  by  grief." 

Coli-Vgibroke's  Ri'j'lcctiGns  updii  Exile. 


W^iTiiouT  dwelling  further  on  the 
painful  feelings  of  Albcnza,  the  hopes, 
doubts,  and  guilty  fears  oftheMai*chese, 
or  the  more  dark  and  inscrutable  plans 
of  Zanotti,  we  will  hasten  to  that  period, 
when  -a  numerous  and  splendid  retinue 
announced  the  near  approach  of  i\Ion- 
tebino  and  his  daughter  to  the  castle. 
At  that  moment  the  Marchcse  and 
Zanotti  were  engaged  over  a' game  at 
chess,  while  Aiben^a,  wholly  occupied 
with  the  idea  of  Viola's  flight,  was 
leaning  with  folded  arms  against  the 
2  window, 
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Aviiulow,  lost  in  thought  and  perplexity. 
The  message  seemed  as  an  eleetiic  shoek 
to  the  Avliole  party.,  Zanotti,  without 
speaking,  covered  hi*iF»facc,  and  abruptly 
quitted  the  room,  an  example  instant- 
ly .followed  by  ^lorano,  as  Albenza 
threw  iumself  on  a  seat,  in  a  state' of 
agony  to  which  words,  can  but  ill  do 
justice.  Ah  !  how  often  was  he  not 
now  tempted  to  liavc  seized  this  favour- 
able opportunity,  to  fly  for  ever  from  his 
native  liome,  and  pursue  his  lost,  loved 
Viola  through  a  v/orld,  on  Avhich,  in 
anguish,  he  belicld  her  cast,  an  hiclpless 
unprotected  v\andc]-cr  !  How  often  was 
he  not  tempted  to  have  ai)jured  his  pro- 
mise, and  live  alone  for  her,  without 
^v'hom  existence  would  be  a  curse  !  Yet 
ever  in  the  midst  of  tliese  distempered 
ravings,  the  kneeling  form  of  a  parent 
still  rose  cruelly  superior  to  every  other ; 
and  honour,  again  triumpliing  over  af- 
fection. 
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fection,  corulcnincil  him  to  despair  and 
sorrow.  Scarcely  had  he  rccoveicd 
composure  ere  Olivia  entered,  support- 
ed on  one  side  l>y  her  father,  and  on 
the  other  by  the  ]\farc]ie.'<e.  Tlie  wau 
countenance  of  Albeu/.a  became  still 
paler  as  he  raised  the  offered  hand  to 
his  lips,  and  turned  aside  to  conceal 
the  agitation  no  effort  could  repress. 
Olivia  looked,  if  possible,  more  beau- 
tiful than  ever ;  in  high  spirits,  ani- 
mated and  lively,  every  grace  of  con- 
versation was  exerted,  every  talent  of 
wit  and  playfulness  called  forth,  to  en- 
gage admiration  and  attention :  yet, 
while  her  vanity  was  piqued  by  the 
marked  indifference  of  Albenza,  the 
barrenness  of  her  mind  disregarded  that 
sweet  interchange  of  sentiment,  *' where 
heart  meets  heart  reciprocally  soft ;" 
and  in  becoming  the  Marchesa  di  Al- 
benza,  her  cherished  hopes  of  gran- 
deur  and    ambition    would    be    fully 
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gratified.  It  was  soon  settle;!  be- 
tween the  parents,  that  the  nuptials 
sliould  be  celebrated  with  all  possible 
expedition ;  the  jMarchese,  from  the 
dread  of  Viola's  discovery  ;  Montebino, 
that  its  conclusion  would  enable  him  to 
return  to  that  career  of  dissipation  in 
the  city,  for  which,  through  life,  he 
had  sacrificed  every  other  considera- 
tion ;  while  Albenza  Avitnessed  the  mag- 
nificent preparations  made  for  his  nup- 
tials in  a  state  of  sullen  apathy,  from 
which  he  never  departed ;  for  it  seemed, 
indeed,  that  the  short  space  of  one 
month  had  effected  a  total  change  on  a 
character,  once  diffusing  pleasure  on  all 
around  him  :  in  solitude  he  was  listless 
and  absent;  in  society,  petulant,  reserv- 
ed, and  severe  :  with  Viola  each  active 
property  of  his  soul  liad  centered ;  she 
Avas  gone,  and  they  were  fled  for  ever. 
Every  hour  he  could  steal  from  the 
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liatcd  presence  of  Olivia  Mas  spent  in 
useless  search;  his  trnsty  servant  ]\farco 
had  been  disp-itchcd  in  pursuit  of  her  ; 
the  fields,  the  roads,  t]ie\  alley,  was 
explored  in  vain  ;  and  tlie  cottages, 
once  cheered  hy  her  klnchicss,  and 
warmed  by  her  bounty,  now  lesounded 
to  tl^e  name  of  Vio!a,  ci-  only  eclioed 
to  tlie  complaints  of  lier  distracted 
lovei'. 

TiiE  Contc  and  Olivia  liad  just  been 
five  weeks  at  the  castle,  \vhea  Morano 
pressed  his  son  to  name  the  day  for  his 
nuptials,  congratulating  him  at  tlic 
same  time  on  tlie  prospect  of  happinc\ss 
it  held  forth,  and  expatiating'  largely 
on  the  beauty  and  accomplishments  of 
Iiis  destined  bride.  *'. Enough,  my 
Lord,''  replied  Albenza;  '^  tliis  is  a  sub- 
ject [  iiavc  now  no  inclination  to  dis- 
cuss; it  is  sufijcient  that  I  have  sacri- 
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{iced  my  feelings  to  cancel  i/oiir  obli- 
gation, and  to  preserve  from  ignominy 
a  name  transnfittcd  to  vour  kecpino; 
without  a  blot :  but  I  am  not  to  be 
deceived  :  of  the  virtues  of  the  Signiora 
I  am  already  but  too  well  aware ;  it  will 
soon  be  my  duty  to  appreciate  them." 


TiiR  j\larcjicse,  tliougli  he  both 
looked  and  ielt  abashed,  was  not  easily 
repulsed;  and  again  urging  ihe  necessity 
of  a  speeJy  solemnization,  concluded 
Ifis  rc(picst  by  an  artful  acknowledg- 
ment of  gratitude,  for  possessing  a  son, 
Avhose  virtuous  self-denial  had  so  de- 
servedly rendered  him  the  object  of 
the  warmest  culogium.  During  this 
harangue  Albenza  had  sat  regardless, 
and  absoibed  in  his  own  retlections, 
till  at  length,  roused  by  the  reiterated 
demands  of  his  father,  lie  calmly  re- 
plied, it  was  to  him  perfectly  indif- 
ferent. 
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fereiit,  ami  might  take  place  on  ^vllicil- 
ever  day  be  cliose  to  name.  Moiano 
was  satisfied  ;  and  retired,  deliglited  at 
his  success,  to  communicate  the  result 
to  Olivia  and  her  father,  with  whom, 
after  a  short  consultation,  it  was  finally 
agreed  that  tlie  marriage  should  he 
solemnized  on  that  day  week.  The 
Marchese  now  once  more  saw  himself, 
in  idea,  at  the  pinnacle  of  his  wi-^hes 
in  this  marriage ;  his  pecuniary  diffi- 
culties would  be  removed,  and  liiniseU* 
able  to  prosecute  his  profligate  habits 
and  pursuits  without  fear  or  observa- 
tion ;  Viola  would  cease  to  be  an  in- 
cumbrance and  a  dread,  his  son  no 
longer  a  check  upon  his  actions,  and 
—  hold,  Morano  ! — Lives  there  not. 
still  a  being  more  to  be  feared,  more  to 
be  dreaded,  than  both  these  ?  Exists 
there  not  an  obstacle  interwoven  witli 
thy  fate,  more  difficult  to  remove,  more 
4  inimical 
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inimical  to  repose  ?  Zanotti  was  a  bar- 
rier death  only  couid  destroy  ;  a  sting 
festering  in  his  conscience,   and  gnaw- 
ing at  his  heart.     Since  tlie  arrival  of 
the  visitors  this  extraordinarv  man  had 
much  absented  himself  from  tlie  castle 
in  the  day-time  ;  at  dark,  indeed,  he 
sometimes  sought  the  Marchese,  but 
his  stay  was  short,    his  entrance   and 
departure,    managed    by   means   of  a 
private   door,    to  which  he    held  the 
kcv,  and  which  admittino;  him  bat  in 
the  dead  of  night,  failed  not,   together 
witli  the  sadden  and  mysterious  disap- 
pearance of  Viola,  to  excite  suspicion 
among  the  servants,  who,  knowing  her 
to   be  onfriended    and   inexperienced, 
generally  discredited  the  tale  circulated 
of  her  escape,   and  only  added  it  to 
that  <:atalogue  of  conjectures  and  sur- 
mises, founded  on  the  inconsistent  and 
equivocal  conduct  of  their  Lord  ;  and 
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which  were  daily  gaining  ground 
throiigliout  tli*e  houshold.  Of  Zanotti, 
also,  tlicrc  were  no  reports  too  romantic 
not  to  be  h:'ne\  ed,  no  liistories  too  im- 
probable not  to  be  related  ;  liis  habits? 
his  cnstonis,  and  his  character,  became 
tlic  subject  of  constant  discussion  ;  the 
several  lay  brothers  were  interrogated 
as  to  liis  minutest  actions;  and  while 
tlie  more  rational  inhabitants  of  tlie 
monasteiy  were  satishcd  in  the  opinion 
that  he.  carried  a  secret  of  magnitude 
in  his  breast ;  that  his  inward  faith 
agreed  not  with  the  precepts  he  pro- 
fessed ;  and  that  he  had  assumed  the 
hood  of  devotion  cither  for  the  con- 
cealment of  deeds  long  past,  or  for 
the  better  completion  of  purposes  yet 
to  come.  Tlie  weak  and  superstitious 
domestics  universally  declared  he  could 
l)e  no  other  than  the  infernal  genius  of 
the  Warchese,  who,  after  deluding  him 

to 


to  the  commission  of  crimes  on  earth, 
would  in  the  end  precipitate  him  into 
lasting  destruction.  Often,  in  the  lone 
and  silent  midnight  hour,  were  his  heavy 
footsteps  heard  to  pace  the  apartments 
of  Morano  in  gloomy  vibration  ;  often 
their  high  raised  voices,  breaking  in  an- 
gry dispute  the  mournful  pauses  of  the 
wind,  struck  terror  to  the  fearful  lis- 
tener ;  or  words  of  obscure,  yet  mighty 
import/  send  him  back  trembling  to  his 
couch,  ungratified  in  curiosity,  yet 
confirmed  in  suspicion. 

At  length  the  day  arrived  which  was 
for  ever  to  fix  the  destiny  of  Atbenza. 
Vainly  had  he  passed  the  night  previ- 
ous to  it,  in' efforts  to  stem  the  torrent 
of  affliction  by  ineffectual  application^ 
to  reason,  fortittide,  and  philosophy, 
Alas  !  he  found  •  reasbn  had  no  cure, 
philosophy  no  remedy,  for  a  generous 
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mind,  torn  and  lacerated  in  the  ten- 
derer t  part  by  the  hand,  which,  of  all 
others,  ought  to  have  poured  balm 
into  tlie  wound.  Sad,  hopeless,  bereft, 
the  business  of  his  life  seemed  at  its 
close  ;  and  while  he  could  only  look 
forward  '  to  time,  the  physician  of 
brutes,  for  a  lingering  and  uncertain 
deliverance,'  he  viewed  the  tedious  in- 
sipid vacuum,  presented  in  the  sequel, 
with  impatience  and  disgust.  His  be- 
haviour towards  (Olivia  had  ever  been 
consistent  with  the  sentiments  of  dis- 
like he  had  avowed  ;  cold,  ceremoni- 
ous, and  reserved,  he  received  her  as 
a  mercenary  compromise  at  the  hamls 
of  his  father,  and  the  native  candour 
of  his  mind  disdained  professing  that 
which  he  did  not  feel;  wliile  that 
Olivia  should  accept  him  on  these 
terms,  led  him  often  to  wonder  at  the 
indelicacy    of   any  character,     which 

could 
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could  barter  each  nicer  principle  of  her 
sex  to  the  sordid  impulse  of  policy  and 
ambition.  Could  he  but  have  been 
assured  of  Viola's  safety,  he  thought, 
in  the  certainty  of  her  welfare,  and' 
the  consciousness  of  his  own  integrity, 
he  should  yet  experience  a  consolation, 
which  might  in  a  degree  alleviate  the 
severity  of  years  doomed  to  regret,  and 
devoted  to  disappointment ;  but  she  was 
fled  he  knew  not  whither ;  without 
support,  had  obeyed  the  conmiands  of 
a  rigid  sense  of  justice  ;  and  perhaps, 
torturing  idea !  had  sunk  the  victim 
of  her  own  too  generous  determination. 
When  he  met  Olivia  at  breakfast,  she 
could  not  but  observe  the  traces  of  de- 
jection visible  on  his  countenance : ' '  You 
have  not  slept  to-night,  my  Lord!'*  she 
exclaimed,  with  a  sarcastic  smile.'* 

*'  Happiness,"  hastily  interrupted 
%  a  the 


196 

the  Marchese,  who  trembled  at  the 
storm  gathering  on  her  brow,  *'  is. 
surely  as  strong  in  its  effects  as  grief ; 
and  even  if  that  were  not  the  case, 
who  could  be  so  insensible  as  to  covet 
a  repose  which  must  be  purchased  at 
the  expense  of  forgetting  you." 

Albenza  sighed.—*'  Your  compli- 
ment is  ill-timed,  my  Lord,"  replied 
Olivia  haughtily,  **  or  your  idea  of; 
pleasure  wears  a  most  rueful  aspect :  I  •. 
should  have  rather  thought  the  Signior 
wore  the  willow  for  a  lost  love,  some* 
pretty  rustic,  who  has  proved  ftd^e-t 
hearted." 

"  We  do  not  speak  of  love,"  replied 
Albenza,  **  ours  is  a  marriage  contract, 
Signiora;  a  contract  frdm  Which  that 
pure  and  gentle  sentiment  too  often 
takes  its  flight/' 

'*  My 
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'*  My  children,"  said  the  Marchese, 
Avha  began  much  to  fear  the  issue. of 
this  conversation,  and  taking  a  hand 
of  each,   *'  Heaven  knows  with  what 
care  and  soUcitude  I  have  studied  for 
the  welfare  of  cacli,  in  promoting  this 
your  union ;    let  me,    therefore,  find 
reward  in  your  mutual  afl^ection,  and 
*jgiuffer  not  this  auspicious  day  to   be 
clouded    by    anger    and    discontent; 
here, "  he  continued,   taking  the  hand 
of  Olivia  and   placing   it   within   hi^ 
gon's,   ^*  receive,  in  this  Lady,  the  ap- 
proved of  mi/  heart,  the  choice,  I  trust, 
of'^ours/-     Albenza  coldly  raised  it  to 
his  lips ;  and  scarcely  able  to  conceal 
the  contcnipt  which  his  father's  artful 
speech  had  excited,  quitted  the  room, 
overcome  with   grief:    from   whence, 
after  indulging  an  hour's  fruitless  sor- 
row,   he   was  summoned    to  lead  his 
bride  to  the  altar,"   while  the  dismal 
K  3  CO  ante- 
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countenance  of  Marco,  as  he  announced 
this  intelligence,  gave  him  rather  the 
appearance  of  an  harhinger  of  death, 
than  an  amhassador  from  the  Court  of 
Hymen. 

'^  My  master  !  my  dear  master  !"  he 
exclaimed,  as  the  distracted  Albenza 
rushed  through  the  hall ;  and  darting 
into  the  saloon,  seized  the  hand  of  the 
wondering  Olivia,  and  was  hurrying  her 
forward.  The  Marchese  caught  his  arm, 
then  said,  in  severe  accents,  *'  You  are 
disturbed,  Albenza,  and  forget  the  re- 
spect due  to  me,  to  the  Signiora  and  her 
father ;  you  forget"——— 

*^  I  DO  indeed,  my  Lord,"  he  replied 
in  a  wild  and  disordered  tone,  *^  but 
Avill  henceforth  be  more  observant." — 
He  stopt,  then  added,  turning  to  Oli- 
via,'^ I  pray  you  pardon  my  abruptness; 

I  liave 
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I  have  not  lately  been  myself,  but  wiU, 
for  the  fLiture,  strive  to  merit  your  in- 
dulgence." There  was  an  expression 
of  rooted  agony  in  his  look  at  this 
moment,  a  settled  silent  sorrow,  that 
Avould  have  softened  any  heart  less 
obdurate  than  that  of  the  Marchese. 
Olivia  seemed  moved  and  irresolute ; 
but  a  glance  from  her  father  soon 
chased  away  the  feeling,  and,  present- 
ing her  hand  to  Albenza,  she  shewed, 
by  a  smile  of  complacency,  her  readi- 
ness to  accept  his  apologies. 

It  was  in  a  small  private  chapel  of 
the  castle,  and  in  the  presence  of  the 
Marchese  and  Montebino,  that  Zanotti 
pronounced  the  nuptial  benediction  ; 
and,  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  Alben;:a 
registered  that  irrevocable  vov/,  which 
for  ever  tied  him  to  a  woman  lie  de- 
spised, and  shut  out  hope,  love,  liappi- 
K  4  iics-s. 
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ness,  and  Viola,  eternally.  The  Mar- 
chcse,  to  testify  his  joy  on  the  occa- 
sion, had  prepared  a  costly  entertain- 
ment ;  i  n  nil  m  era  hie  were  the  guests 
invited,  while  every  expensive  inven- 
tion of  art  and  hixury  was  exhausted 
to  deck  the  hoard  and  ornament  the 
apartments  ;  and  a  concert,  at  wliich 
the  most  celehrated  performers  were  to 
assist,  with  a  splendid  masked  hall, 
v/ere  to  conclude  the  amusements  of 
the  evening.  The  day  now  closing  had 
been  uncommonly  beautiful,  as  Alben- 
za,  released  from  the  side  of  Olivia, 
strolled  into  the  Avoods  to  beguile  an 
iiour  before  he  retired  to  dress,  and 
give  vent  to  his  sorrows.  After  a  ram- 
ble of  considerable  length,  he  stopped 
at  the  edge  of  a  stream,  and  tln-ew 
himself  along  tlie  bank  to  enjoy  a 
scene  peculiarly  in  unison  with  liis 
feelings.      The     setting    sun    glowed 

faintly 
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faintly  on  die  waters,  and  its  mellow 
tint  falling  on  the  ruins  of  a  broken 
arch-way,  erected  there  in  former  days 
by  the  Romans,  to  commemorate  a 
battle  gained  on  the  spot,  cast  a  strik- 
ing sublimity  over  the  whole.  Albenza 
looked  pensively  around  him,  while 
the  laboured  pent-up  sigh  burst  his 
bosom,  and  rose  on  the  passing  gale ; 
thpn  sunk  into  one  of  those  mournful, 
though  soothing  contemplations,  where 
sensibihty  reigns  triumphant,  and  where 
every  ruder  passion  is  hushed  and  laid 
a-sleep  :  of  Viola  he  thought ;  imagina- 
tion embodied  the  form,  fancy  drest  it  to 
his  eye,  and  love  cherished  the  decep- 
tion on  his  heart,  alas  !  too  soon  to  be 
dissolved  ;  and  again  his  WTCck  of  hap- 
piness, his  fettered  hand,  his  blasted 
proispects,  started  to  his  view,  and  each 
illusion  vanished.  **  An?  it  is  thus  the 
warm  and  vivid  hopes  of  youth  fade  ia 
K  5  the 
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the  tniths  and  certainties  of  life  !"  ex- 
claimed Albenza,  as  bis  eye  rested  on 
the  arcli-way  with  solemn  veneration. 
Sad,  desponding  were  the  reflections 
to  which  it  gave  birth  ;  and  with  all 
tlie  gloom  of  disappointment,  he  mus- 
ed on  the  vanity  of  existence,  and  thcr 
inefficacy  of  its  pursuits ;  on  the  ye- 
ry  spot  where  he  now  reclined,  how 
many  souls  had  once  beat  high  to  the 
call  of  glory,  thirsted  for  a  name,  bled 
for  an  empty  honour  !  \vhile  of  all 
their  toils,  their  feuds,  and  their  am- 
bition, this  sinking  ruin  was  now  the 
sole  memorial.  Cheerless  he  turned 
away,  as  the  bell  chiming  from  the 
monastery  warned  him  it  was  time  to 
depart,  and  prepare  for  a  scene  ill  ac- 
cording with  the  present  state  of  his 
spirits.  Taking  a  small  path  cut 
through  the  a^rch,  as  a  nearer  route  to 
the  castle,  he  was  surprised  by  a  low 

rusthng 
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rustling  noise  at  some  distance,  and^ 
paused  to  listen,  but  hearing  it  no  more, 
was  proceeding  slowly  homeward  as  a 
deep  sigh  caught  his  ear,  and  convinc- 
ed him  what  he  heard  had  been  reality  : 
determined,  therefore,  to  ascertain  from 
whence  it  came,  he  turned  hastily  back 
to  follow  the  sound  :  not  long,  how- 
ever, to  seek  in  suspense ;  for  a  few 
paces  shewed  him  the  figure  of  a  Monk, 
seated  on  a  point  of  the  building ;  the 
cowl   entirely  covered   a   face  which 
seemed  raised  upwards,  in  an  attitude  of 
contemplation.;  his  hands  were  clasped 
upon  his  breast ;    and  there  was  some- 
thing at   once  so  pensive,  yet  so  pe- 
culiar  in    his    appearance,    that    Al- 
benza  felt  a  thousand  dark  and   un- 
definable  images  float  before  him,  as  he 
gazed.     The  motion  of  his  feet  now, 
for  the  first  time,  aw^akening  the  atten- 
tion of  the  stranger,  he  lifted  his  head  ; 
k  6  whilC; 
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while,  what  were  the  sensations  of  Al- 
benza,  when  he  disclosed  the  features  of 
the  Frenchman  he  had  met  at  the  Conte 
di  Montebino's  !  In  an  instant  he  drew 
it  forward,  and  rising  hastily  from  his 
seat,  vanished  by  a  narrow  pass  into  the 
wood,  leaving  Albenza  lost  in  speech- 
less wonder,  while  a  dread,  secret  and 
inexplicable,  struck  to  his  heart.  Re- 
solved, however,  to  pursue  him,  he 
darted  through  the  opening  with  rapi- 
dity, nor  stopt  till  he  had  explored 
every  turn  and  thicket  of  the  wood ; 
yet  vain  w^as  his  search,  unanswered 
his  calls  and  entreaties  ;  the  Monk  had 
fled  ;  and  after  two  hours  spent  in 
fruitless  efforts  to  discover  him,  he  re- 
turned to  the  castle  more  than  ever  per- 
plexed and  dispirited.  That  this  con- 
cealed foreigner  had  assumed  the  garb 
of  a  religious,  for  some  sinister  design, 
he  could  not  doubt ;  yet,  that  his  in- 
tentions 
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tentions  should  be  bad,  the  candour 
of  his  countenance  denied ;  for  the 
quick  glance  caught  from  his  eye, 
beamed  '  more  in  sorrow  than  iu 
anger;'  still,  as  Albenza  reflected  on 
tliis  adventure,  lie  could  not  check  his 
anxiety  to  develope  a  mystery  which 
seemed  to  hover  over  his  house,  a  mys- 
tery, which,  from  the  moment  of  his 
leaving  the  Conte's  assembly,  had  fil- 
led his  mind  with  corroding  sugges* 
tions  to  the  dishonour  of  his  father, 
and  one  he  Avas  now  resolved  to  lose 
no  opportunity  of  unfathoming. 

By  this  time  most  of  the  guests  had 
assembled  ;  Olivia  looked  and  moved 
a  Calypso ;  Montebino  was  a  Spaniard ; 
and  the  Marchese,  in  the  costly  vest- 
ments of  a  noble  Moor,  clharmed  all 
around  by  his  easy  grace  and  conde- 
scension;  etruscan  lamps,  in  curious 

devices^ 
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devices,  reflected  their  light  from  the 
trees  ;  while  the  numerous  bands, 
placed  in  different  walks  of  the  gar- 
dens, combined  with  the  beauty  of  the 
evening  and  the  elegance  of  the  com- 
pany, gave  to  the  vi^hole  an  appearance 
of  Fairy-land :  joy,  mirth,  and  hila- 
rity reigned  over  all ;  and  that  roof, 
which  but  a  few  weeks  since  had  echoed 
to  the  melancholy  note  of  death,  and 
the  murmur  of  sickness,  now  resounded 
with  the  shouts  of  laughter  and  con- 
viviality ;  even  the  servants  seemed  to 
partake  in  the  happiness  of  their  Lord  ; 
and  the  usually  reserved  and  unbend- 
ing Zanotti,  promised  to  preside  at  the 
bridal  supper  of  his  son. 

*'  This,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Al- 
benza,  as  Marco  threw  the  sable  do- 
mino over  his  shoulders,  "  is  the  fittest 
garb  /  can  wear;  for  its  gloomy  colour 

is 
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IS  but  a  poor  type  of  what  I  endure — ■ 
is  the  most  appropriate  to  my  pur- 
pose." 

There  was  something  m  the  tone 
in  which  this  was  uttered,  that  caused 
Marco  to  lift  his  eyes  from  his  employ- 
ment, and  fix  them  on  his  master ; 
that  master  whom  he  now  scarcely  re- 
cognized for  the  gay  blooming  young 
man  he  had  been  wont  formerly  to 
tend  with  so  much  pride  and  plea- 
sure, for  grief  had  fixed  its  canker  on 
the  cheek  once  glowing  with  health 
and  chearfulness ;  sorrow  had  spread 
its  languor  o'er  a  form  once  replete 
with  grace,  and  breathing  animation. 
Covered  in  his  black  domino,  he  min- 
gled in  the  fantastic  group,  happy  in 
a  disguise  which  preserved  him  from 
interruption,  and  preventedhisjoining 
Olivia  till  the  hour  of  supper.  Ab- 
sorbed in  himself,  he  wandered  round 
4  the 
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the  rooms  an  unnoticed  member  of  the 
thoughtless  ch-cle ;  w.hile  his  whole 
soul,  wrapt  in  the  remembrance  of 
the  Monk,  still  pursued  him  in  idea, 
still  dwelt  in  gloomy  wonder  on  the 
magic  of  his  appearance,  and  seeking 
him  uiuler  all  habits,  fancied  that  the 
expression  of  his  dark  and  melancholy 
eye  pierced  through  the  disguise  of 
every  mask  who  past  him  :  wearied, 
however,  of  himself,  and  disgusted 
with  the  unmeaning  and  insipid  gaiety 
of  the  scene  before  him,  he  left  the 
saloon,  and  proceeded  to  the  gardens, 
where  the  company  was  not  so  nume- 
rous ;  and  soothed  by  the  tranquillity 
of  the  evening,  he  struck  into  a  close 
retired  walk,  continuing  his  way  slowly 
towards  the  wood.  Impelled  almost 
by  an  irresistible  impulse,  he  had  near- 
ly reached  the  boundajy  of  the  garden 
before  he  stopt  to  recollect  m  hetlier  his 
enterprise  was  not  a  rash  one,  for 
1  should 
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should  this  same  Monk  prove  but  an 
iustrument  of  treacliery,  what  chance 
could  he  have,  unarmed  a3  he  was, 
with  one  prepared  for  destruction? 
Not  that  Albenza  feared  to  die  ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  would  have  w-eicpmed  itia 
awful  summons  as  the  messenger  of 
peace,  but  lie  shrunk  from  the  idea  of 
assassination  as  the  means;  and  after 
some  further  consideration,  was  about 
to  return,  when  a  low,  restramed  foot^ 
step  on  the  turf,  convinced  him  somq 
person  was  at  hand.  In  the  possibility 
that  this  might  prove  the  object  of  his» 
meditations,  every  prudent  resoiutio» 
was  forgotten,  and  conceahng  himself 
behind  the  spreading  fohage,  he  per- 
ceived a  dusky  form  stealing  along  Xim 
path,  with  the  air  of  one  who  fear^ 
detection.  It  was  not  long  before  he 
recognised  the  Monk  ;  and  unmindful 
of  the  event,  rushed  from  his  hiding 

place, 
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J)lace,  and  seizing  him  by  the  garment, 
demanded,  in  a  firm  and  resolute  tone, 
**  Who  he  was,  and  what  were  his 
motives  for  thus  lurking  in  ambush  on 
a  spot  where  openly  he  seemed  afraid 
to  appear  ?"  To  this  forcible  appeal  the 
stranger  made  no  reply,  but  calmly 
repeUing  the  grasp,  moved  onward  : 
still  Albenza  followed,  threatening  and 
challenging  him  to  speak ;  but  his  re- 
iterated interrogations  were  only  ac- 
companied by  a  profound  and  awful 
silence  on  the  part  of  the  Monk ;  and 
Albenza,  though  unaccustomed  to 
fear,  could  not  wholly  dissipate  a  sen- 
sation no  open  outrage  could  have  ex- 
cited, but  which,  as  is  not  unfre- 
quently  the  case  with  the  bravest 
minds,  now  yielded  to  the  attacks  of  a 
superstition,  favoured  by  the  time  and 
place,  and  coloured  with  the  sombre 
presentiments  of  his  own  imagination. 

That 
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That  it  was  in  his  power  to  extort  con- 
fession, by  opposing  violence,  seemed 
beyond  a  doubt ;  yet  though  he  burnt 
Avith  the  desire,  a  secret  impulse  re- 
strained his  hand,  an  involuntary  feel- 
ing told  him  that  the  blow  was  for- 
bidden. They  had  by  this  time  al- 
most reached  the  end  of  the  walk,  and 
the  lights  from  the  castle  were  begin- 
ning to  diminish  the  obscurity,  when 
Albenza  once  more  caught  the  arm  of 
the  stranger,  and  conjured  him  to 
speak  :  *'  We  part  not  this  night,"  he 
cried,  *'  till  you  unfold  the  purport  of 
your  coming ;  till  you  resolve  my 
rfoubts,  or  feel  my  vengeance :  art 
thou,"  he  added,  **  the  messenger  of. 
evil,  and  comest  to  sink  my  house  yet 
lower  in  calamity  than  it  is  already 
fallen  ?  or  dost  thou  hope  (bent  on 
some  base  design,)  to  strike  such 
terrors    in    my  guiltless   bosom,     as 

blanched 
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blanched  Biy  father's  cheek  at  thy  ap- 
pearance r" 

''  What  have  I  to  do  with  t/iee  f' 
replied  the  Monk  in  a  hollow  voice  ; 
*'  1  seek  a  murderer  !"  As  he  spoke,  he 
slowly  lifted  his  garment ;  and,  oh 
God  !  what  were  the  feelings  of  Al- 
benza,  when  he  beheld  not  the  stranger 
as  he  had  seen  him  in  the  morning, 
but  those  same  features,  now  livid, 
pale,  and  ghastly ;  a  gaping  wound 
was  bared  upon  his  bosom,  while  the 
crimson  fount  which  issued  from  it, 
streamed  o'er  the  sable  of  his  inward 
garment,  and  seemed  to  cry  for  jus^ 
tice.  Albenza stood  aghast;  cold  per- 
spiration bedewed  his  face,  the  w'ords 
died  upon  his  tongue,  and  lie  irad 
scarcely  time  to  motion  it  to  sti;y;  ere 
the  figure  glided  through  the  hedge, 
and  was  seen  no  longer..  Dark,  (h'cad* 

ful 
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fill  weie  the  thoughts  that  now  took 
possession  of  his  mind  ;  ruin,  disgrace, 
infamy,  stood  in  torturing  array  before 
him:  himself  married  to  a  woman  he 
abhorred,  Viola  wandering  he  knew 
not  whither,  and  his  father  a  mur- 
derer, rushed  upon  his  fancy,  already 
distorted  with  images  of  blood  and 
horror  ;  reason  seemed  to  totter  on  her 
seat  as  he  called  loudly  on  the  Monk 
to  return  and  relieve  the  agony  under 
which  he  laboured,  till,  unable  longer 
to  endure  the -misery  of  suspense,  arid 
once  more  resolved  to  seek  him,  he 
darted  towards  the  wood  where  the 
spectre  appeared  to  have  vanished. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Matchese, 
displeased  and  surprised  at  the  long 
absence  of  his  son,  became  restless  and 
uneasy :  anxiously  he  hailed  every 
black  domino  that  passed,  but  ho  Al- 
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benza  appeared ;  and  hurt  and  cha- 
grined at  tlie  remarks  of  the  company, 
and  no  longer  able  to  find  a  plausible 
excuse  for  his  behaviour,  which  he 
averred  **  must  proceed  from  sudden 
indisposition,"  he  left  the  side  of 
Olivia  to  seek  him  ;  but  vainly  did 
he  traverse  the  spacious  halls  and  apart- 
ments, vainly  did  he  inquire  of  every 
passer-by,  if  they  had  met  the  truant 
bride-groom  in  their  way  ;  till  his  un- 
easiness amounting  to  alarm,  he  re- 
paired to  the  library,  and  angrily  ques- 
tioned Marco  of  his  master  ;  but  the 
poor  fellow  could  only  tremble,  and 
declare  he  had  not  seen  him  since 
his  dressing  hour,  vvhen  he  saw  him 
enter  the  saloon,  disguised  in  a  black 
domino ;  and  with  this  account,  un- 
satisfactory as  it  proved,  was  the  Mar- 
chese  obliged  to  direct  his  course 
through  the  gardens  in  search  of  him.  - 

It 
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It  was  already  past  midnight ;  the  rising 
damps  had  caused  the  parties  to  desert 
the  lawn,  the  radiant  beams  of  the 
moon  were  obscured  behind  a  watery 
cloud,  and  the  dying  lamps  that  emit- 
ted their  feeble  rays  from  the  trees, 
cast  a  melancholy  shade  over  the  whole, 
soft  and  soothing  to  the  peaceful  con- 
templative bosom,  but  replete  with  har- 
rowing reflections  to  the  guilt-struck 
sinner.  These  harrowing  reflections 
now  crouded  to  the  soul  of  Morano, 
chained  him  motionless  to  the  earth  ; 
and  fully  proving  he  M^as  unequal  to 
the  task  of  exploring  the  t^ood  and 
thicket  alone,  he  resolved  to  return, 
and  dispatch  his  servants  on  a  pursuit 
he  now  began  to  foresee  would  prove 
but  of  little  avail;  for  that  love  had 
triumphed  over  principle,  and  that 
Albenzahad  Jeft  the  castle  in  search  of 
Viola,  he  no  longer  doubted  ;  dreading 

to 
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to  remain,  yet  unwilling  to  encounter 
the  looks  of  Montcbino  and  Oliv  ia,  he* 
was  framing  some  artful  tale  in  his  own 
thoughts,  M'hen  the  same  low,  though' 
distinct  step,  that  had  been  heard  by* 
Albenza,  struck  like  lead  upon  his  ear; 
involuntarily  he  started,  turned  pale, 
and  was  hastening  from  the  place,  when- 
the  Monk  stood  erect  before  him  ;- 
not,  however,  as  before,  shrowded  m 
bis  cowl,  but  uncovered  and  exposed 
to  sight,  the  disturbed  hdmbitant  of  a 
darksome  sepulchre.  The  !Marchese 
sahrunk  back  as  his  eye  glared  on  the 
horrible  phantom,  and  the  blood  curd- 
led through  his  veins  ;  he  would  have 
flown,  but  emotion  chained  him  to  the 
earth;  lie  would  have  spoken,,  but 
guilt  and  consternation  cliecked  his 
utterance ;  the  flame  of  madness  seem- 
ed to  whirl  arovmd  his  brain,  and  hi;i 
clenched  hands,    convulsively  spread 

before 
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before  his  face,  were  quivering  with 
sensation,  while  Gvery  instant  he  ex- 
pected that  an  avenging,  voice  would 
sound  in  dreadful  malediction ;  each 
moment,  that  a  mighty  retributive  arm 
w^ould  dash  him  in  atoms  to  the  dust, 
but  all  was  calm  and  silent ;  he  ven- 
tured to  raise  his  head,  the  vision  had 
disappeared  ;  again  he  glanced  fear- 
fully through  the  obscurity  of  ihe  dark 

alley,    but   nothing  was   visible : 

''  Might  it  not  be  a  vapour  of  the  dis- 
turbed mind  ?"  thought  Morano,  en- 
deavouring to  rally  his  courage- — ^^  an 
effect  of  harrassed  imagination? — Ah, 
could  the  mind  embody  that  terror- 
striking  form  ?  Could  imagination 
paint  that  faithful  likeness  ? — ^The  in- 
ward monitor  of  his  bosom  told  him 
the  hope  was  vain.  Ou  reaching  the 
castle,  he  found  the  party  Was  already 
assembled  in  the  supper-room  ;  it  con--. 
VOL.  II.  L  sisted 
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sistcd  of  Olivia,  the  Conte  di  Monte- 
bino,  and  the  Tatber  Zanotti ;  the  rest 
of  the  company  having  departed  on  the 
alarm  spread  of  Albenza's  being  mis- 


''  I  CAX  gain  no  tidings  of  him  !" 
exclaimed  the  Marchese,  throwing 
himself  into  a  chair,  M'liile  bis  haggard 
look  bore  ample  testimony  to  his  as- 
sertion, ''  but  have  now  sent  Marco 
towards  the  wood,  where  doubtless  he 
will  find  him,  as  it  has  been  long  his 
favourite  haunt'* 

<'  -You  are  'disordered,"  said  Za- 
notti, regarding  him  with  a  penetra- 
tive glance." 

■'  I  AM  distressed,"  replied  IMo- 
nmo,  looking  still  more  hvid,  ''  and 
am  at  a  loss,"  turning  to  Olivia,    ''  in 

what 
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what  manner  to  apologize  for  my  son's 
conduct ;  yet,  if  a  long  series  of  ill 
health  can  palliate  habits  made  up  of 
perverseness  and  inconsistency,  I  have 
that  excuse  to  offer  for  him,  though 
this  beggars  all  the  former  vexations 
he  has  caused  me,  and" 

'^  I  FEAR  I  must  be  oblio;cd  to 
depart  for  the  city,  by  day- break  on 
the  morrow,"  interrupted  Montebino, 
in  a  tone  of  agitation  and  peevishness  ; 
''  some  letters  just  arrived,  acquaint 
me  of  affairs  of  importance,  to  which 
it  is  necessary  I  should  attend  ;  and 
therefore  this  most  unpleasant  business, 
Marchese,  must  be  in  some  way  ad- 
justed before  we  separate.  I  would 
not  think  you  meant  to  trifle  with  me, 

of' The  entrance   of  the    Conte's 

servant  here  interrupted  the  remainder 

of  the  speech  ;  for  he  approached  his 
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Tnaster,  and,  whispering  sometlnng  in 
his  car,  Montebino  instantly  left  the 
room.      Not  long,   however,   was    he 
absent;    though,    on    returning,    his 
countenance  displayed  evident  marks 
of  alarm   and  uneasiness  ;    a  circum- 
stance which  did  not  pass  unnoticed, 
cither   by   Zanotti   or   the   iMarchese, 
who,  though  galled  by  the  late  menace 
of  Montebino,   now  endeavoured,   as 
much  as  possible,  to  advance  excuses, 
and  mediate  in  a  cause,   which,  after 
some  further  altercation,  was  amicably 
settled  by  the  interference  of  the  Ab- 
hate;    when  it   was   agreed,    that    in 
case  Albenza  continued  absent,  Olivia 
should  still  remain  at  the  castle,  and 
receive  all  the  honour  and  respect  due 
to  the  consort  of  its  heir :   this  mea- 
sure being  acceded  to,   and  amity  re- 
stored, they  sat  down  to  a  sumptuous 
repast,     each  in  a   stgte    of  internal 

anarchy, 


anarchy,    that  precUided  every  powe!' 
of  enjoyment.     Daring  the  meal,  i\Io- 
i-ano  made  every  effort  to  appear  cheer- 
ful and  at  ease,   hat  his  repHes   were 
disjointed,    and  his  eye    unceasingly 
turned    towards    the    door,    scarcely 
knowing   whether  most   to  hope   the 
entrance  of  his  son,  or  dread  the  ap* 
pearance  of  another  appalling  figure. 
Zanotti,  contrary  to  his  usnal  custom, 
addressed  himself  often  to  Montebino, 
conversing  on  indifferent  topics  with 
interest   and   perspicuity ;    while    the 
remarks  he  made,  and  the  inferences 
he  drew,  proved  at  once  the  strength 
and    information   of    a  mind,   whose 
native  energies  seemed  assisted  by  all 
the  advantages  of  refined  society  and 
profound   study.       In   the   course    of 
the    debate,     an    incident   which   had 
lately    occurred     in    the    city,      was 
L  3  casually 


casually  mentioned  ;  and  led  to  a  dis- 
cussion on  the  part  of  Montebino,  as 
to  the  frequency  of  assassinat.i«i- 

The  i\[arc]iese  addressed  Olivia, 
called  for  wine,  and  evidently  tried  to 
cliange  tlie  subject ;  while  Zanotti  ar- 
gued with  a  force  and  boldness,  that 
could  only  result  from  the  innocence 
of  an  unsullied  conscience,  or  the 
liardencd  guilt  of  a  callous  one. 

-"  However,"  at  length  said  Morano^ 
"  humanity  obliges  me  to  condemn 
the  practice,  yet  I  think  there  are  cases, 
which  require  its  toleration  as  a  ne- 
cessary evil," — A  look  from  the  keen 
eye  of  Zanotti  checked  the  ardour 
of  his  eloquence  ;  and  affecting  to 
smile,  he  ordered  Bernardo  to  fiil  out 
more  wine,  as  they  would  drink  to  the 

return 


return  of  happier  hours.  ^'  This  boy," 
lie  added,  '' makes  a  vvomau  of  me  : 
that  he  sliould  shght  a  treasure  so 
inestlmalile!  by  Heavens  it  is  a  con- 
duct I  will  never  pardon  1" 

Zanotti  endeavoured  to  excuse 
lihnself  from  drinking,  alledging  it 
was  a  luxury  he  never  indulged  in  ; 
but  the  ]\Iarchese  insisted,  and  tlicy  all 
joined  in  tlie  sentiment ;  scarcely  con- 
cluded, ere  IMarco  rushed  into  the 
room ;  his  appearance  wild  and  dis- 
ordered, in  his  hand  the  mask  and 
domino  of  his  master,  and  hardly 
could  he  exclaim,  '  The  stream  in.  ihe 
wood  !"  when  he  fell  at  the  feet  of  tl'C 
Marchese,  pale  and  senseless:  L.^ 
words,  though  brief,  had  been  but  too 
explicit ;  and  the  liorror-struck  groupe 
readily  coir.prehendcd,  that  the  uufor- 
1, 4  tuiiate 
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tunate  young  man  liail  fallen  a  self- 
inflicted  tleath.  Let  us  pass  over  a 
scene,  which  created  in  the  minds  of 
each,  the  mo  it  forcible,  though  varied 
emotions  ;  the  wretched  Marchese  ut- 
tered not  a  syllable ;  his  w^ere  feelings 
too  bitter  to  be  expressed  ;  and  this 
unexpected  overthrow  of  all  his  hopes 
and  wishes,  when  they  had  appeared 
on  the  very  point  of  realization,  oc- 
casioned so  strong  a  revulsion,  that 
nature  almost  sunk  under  the  chas- 
tisement. On  recovering  from  the 
fust  shock,  he  w^as  surprised  to  find 
only  Zanotti  by  his  side;  for  Olivia, 
seized  with  sudden  and  violent  con- 
vulsions, had  retired  to  her  chamber. 
At  tliis  intelligence,  IVIorano  started  ; 
and  while  he  forcibly  grasped  the  arm 
of  Zanotti,  enquired,  in  a  hurried  man- 
ner, how  long  she  had  been  taken  ill. 

''  Almost 
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**  Almost  immediately  after  tlie  news," 
returned  Zanotti,  with  an  ironic  smile  ; 
*'  and,  notwithstanding  the  alarming 
state  in  which  his  daughter  appears, 
the  worthy  Conte  di  Montebino  has 
coolly  retired,  to  prepare  for  his  leaving 
the  castle  with  all  possible  expedition. 
It  can,  however,  be  no  insignificant 
business,  that  calls  him  thus  secretly 
and  hastily   away,     particularly    as    I 

find  he  means  to  go  unattended.'' 

Marco  was  now  once  more  summoned, 
when  tbe  particulars  he  delivered 
clearly  evinced  there  was  but  little  to 
hope  ;  for,  in  pursuance  of  the  orders 
of  the  Marchese,  he  had  repaired  to 
the  wood;  but  not  seeing  his  master, 
and  knowing  that  of  late  he  had  often 
rambled  towards  the  stream,  he  sought 
him  there,  only  to  receive  a  con- 
firmation of  his  worst  fears,  as  close 
upon  the  brink  lay  the  hat,  domino, 
L  6  and 
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and  mask  of  the  Signior.     The  waters 
now  were  instantly  dragged,  by  order 
of  Zanotti ;  but  the  body  not  appear- 
ing,   it   was    concluded    the    ill-fated 
Albenza  had  floated  down  the  stream, 
into  the  river  Vhich   skirted   the  do- 
main, and  of  which  it  formed  a  spring. 
"Selfish  and  unfeeling  as  was  the  cha- 
racter of  the  Marchese,    the  loss  of 
this  his   only  child  pressed  heavy  on 
liis  spirits,   already  torn  with  a  mul- 
titude of  fears,   and  distracted  v\^ith  a 
load  of  anxieties,  while  one  still  struck 
deeper  than  the  rest ;  one,  though  de- 
feated in  its  views,  yet  multiplied   a 
load  of  guilt  and  apprehension,  which 
now   began   to   render   his    pampered 
existence  a  burthen  and  a  curse;  to 
these  was  soon  added  another  striking 
example  of  the  insignificance  of  worldly 
projects,    the  instability  of  existence, 
and  a  dreadful  lesson  to    the  guilty 

^lorano ; 
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JMorano ;  for  ere  the  morning's  dawn, 
the  form  of  Ohvia  cli  Montebino,  that 
form,  a  few  short  hours  since,  replete 
with  health  and  Jovehness,  was  now 
stretclied,  distorted  and  disfigured,  on 
the  awfid  coiicli  of  eternity  !  At  an 
early  hour,  the  Marchese  was  summon- 
ed from  his  sleepless  pillow,  by  the 
physician,  who,  after  looking  at  his  pa- 
tient, declared  it  was  impossible  she 
could  hve  through  the  day.  Soon 
after  supper,  she  had  felt  a  pain  and 
dizziness  of  the  head  ;  and  this,  with 
the  shock  of  Albcnza's  death,  had  so 
affected  her,  that  she  was  obliged  to 
be  carried  to  licr  apartment,  and  laid 
upon  that  bed,  from  which  she  never 
after  arose.  Sensible,  yet  unable  to 
speak,  she  motioned  for  Montebino  to 
be  sent  for ;  but  the  servant  soon  re- 
turned, affirming  he  had  gone  through 
the  castle,  but  he  was  no  where  to  be 
L  6  found ; 


found  ;  while  this  intelligence  seemed 
to  increase  the  disorder  of  the  unhappy 
Olivia,  whose  body,  parched  with 
fV\'(  r,  writhing  in  strong  convulsions, 
socni  became  livid  and  discoloured. 
The  physician  shook  his  head,  as  he 
pronounced  her  malady  to  be  beyond 
liis  art  ;  and  before  the  close  of 
night,  after  the  most  violent  struggles, 
death  put  a  period  to  her  suiFerings. 
From  the  moment  of  his  first  wit- 
nessing her  wretched  condition,  the 
Marchese  had  refused  to  enter  the 
chamber  ;  ever  headstrong  and  irasci- 
ble, his  domestics  now  dared  not  ap- 
proach him,  as  in  the  gloom  of  his  own 
apartment,  he  seemed,  with  a  kind  of 
sullen  frenzy,  to  await  the  fiat  of  some 
dreadfid  stroke,  and  to  be  revolving 
deeds  of  horror  in  his  mind. 
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CHAP.   VI. 


'^  In  every  varied  posture,  place  and  hour. 
How  vridow'd  every  thought  of  every  joy  I" 

Young. 

'^  Thou  sound  and  firm-set  earth, 

Hear  not  my  steps,   which  way  they  walk,  for 

fear 
Thy  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout, 
And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time 
Which  now  suits  with  it." 

Shakespeare. 


3D) u RING  these  events,  Viola,  immu- 
led  in  her  solitary  prison,  dragged  on 
the  chain  of  many  wearied  days,  till 
liope  became  nearly  extinct,  and  for- 
titude gave  way  before  melancholy 
truth  and    repeated  disappointments. 

She 
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She  was  regularly  attended  every  night 
by  the  harsh,  severe  Beatrice,  whose 
stern  laconic  manner  ever  repelled 
the  enquiry  as  it  rose  to  her  lips,  and 
checked  all  attempts  at  conversation, 
either  by  a  forbidding  reply,  or  an 
abrupt  departure.  Of  Albenza  she 
longed  to  hear  ;  yet  what  but  that  he 
was  another's,  could  she  learn  ?  Of 
Gradisca,  and  her  nephew,  amidst  all 
her  own  distresses,  she  still  felt  mindful 
and  anxious :  Ah,  how  did  she  not 
wish  to  do  more  !  how  did  she  not 
Avonder,  that  with  every  benevolent 
inclination,  she  should  be  precluded 
the  means  of  gratifying  them,  while 
so  many  thousands  vegetated  in  the 
very  zenith  ot  wealth  and  power,  with- 
out having  hearts  to  apply  them  !  in- 
digent and  obscure,  friendless  and  im- 
prisoned, of  what  benefit  to  others,  of 
what  service  to  herself,  were  those 
2  kindly 
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kindly  sensibilities  with  which  Nature 
liad  so  hberally  endowed  her  !  rather, 
on  the  contrary,  did  they  now  contri- 
bute to  augment  the  sense  of  her  situa- 
tion, and  the  poignancy  of  her  misfor- 
tunes. Adjoining  her  apartment  was  a 
small  closet,  and  there,  amidst  a  heap 
of  dirt  and  cobwebs,  she  discovered  a 
few  •old  books;  over  these  she  bent 
with  a  delight,  which  not  even  their 
torn  and  nearly  effaced  condition  could 
alloy ;  and  after  clearing  them  from 
the  dust,  found  one  or  two  were  le- 
gible;  this  appeared  a  mine  of  trea- 
sure, and  she  regarded  the  shruie  of 
learning  and  genius  with  the  devotion 
of  a  saint ;  but  alas  !  it  proved  not  in- 
exhaustible, and  she  began,  finished, 
and  began  again,  till  the  language  be- 
came familiar  to  her  ear,  the  thoughts 
wearisome  to  her  mind :  ^'  What  a 
dreadful  thing  is  sameness  and  mono- 
tony 1" 
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tony  1"     sighed    Viola,    opening    the 
chamber-door  to  avail  herself  of  Bea- 
trice's permission  to  walk  in  the  long 
gallery  :  as  it  closed,  the  violence  of 
the  motion  caused  something  to  rever- 
berate with  a  jingling  noise  upon  the 
ground  like  a  key  :  hastening  to  where 
the  sound  came,  she  soon  found  her- 
self at  the  termmation  of  the  gallery, 
and  by  the  door  of  that  chamber  where 
she  fancied   she  had   seen   the  light; 
that  something  had  fidlen  by  the  mo- 
tion of  the  door  she  was  convinced  ; 
and   with  half   repressed   expectation, 
she  groped  her  hands  along  the  flooring 
and  crevices,  with  which  it  abounded  : 
disappointed,  however,  m  her  search, 
she  was  returning,  mortified  and  vex- 
ed, to  her  lonely  apartment,  when,   as 
ber  eye  glanced  upw^ards,  she  perceived 
a  long  hook,  thrust  into  the  wall,  on 
^hich  hung  the  broken  remnants  of 

two 
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two  old  pictures,  and  some  other  ar* 
tides  of  lumber.  Is  -there  not  some- 
times an  impulse  within  the  breast,  an 
irresistible  dictate,  no  reason  can  repel, 
no  philosophy  account  for  ?  This  im- 
pulse Viola  now  experienced,  and 
though  unable  to  reconcile  it,  and 
hopeless  as  appeared  the  search,  she 
carefully  removed  the  pictures,  and 
brushing  down  the  rubbish,  perceived 
a  large  key,  the  wards  of  which, 
though  rusted  by  damp,  were  not  im- 
pahed,  and  on  examining  it  attentive- 
ly, she  found  it  to  be  exactly  the  same 
as  that  belonging  to  her  own  room, 
consequently  opening  all  the  others; 
breathless  with  joy,  and  trembhng  with 
expectation,  she  applied  it  to  the  lock, 
which,  after  some  difficulty,  gave  way, 
and  disclosed  not  a  regularly  formed 
apartment,  but  a  sort  of  passage  to  a 
flight  of  steps,    that  descended  more 

on 
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on  the  south  side  of  the  turret ;  nor 
could    slie    entirely    repel   a   tijiiorous 
sensation  when  she  remembered  it  nuist 
be  tliat  part  from  wlience  the  light  was 
visible  the  night  she  ^\'as  carried  by 
Bernardo  from  her  chamber  ;  a  circum- 
stance, however,  apparently  so  trivial, 
was  not  likely  to    remain  long  ,on  a 
mind  occupied  by  the  important  pro- 
spects of  emancipation  and  deliverance, 
and  cautiously  closing  the  door  after 
her,  she  descended  the  stairs,  nor  stop- 
perl,  till  arrived  at  a  large  corridor,  on 
which  opened  a  variety  of  rooms  and 
passages ;  one  to  the  left  was  that  mark- 
ed by  Viola  as  most  likely  to  effect  her 
escape  ;  and  after  having  for  some  time 
explored  a  long  and  dreaiy  way,    what 
w^as  her  joy  to.  fnid  that  it  literally  did 
lead  through  a  chain  of  passages  to  an 
opening  on  the  south  side  of  the  turret ! 
though  it  was  not  till  the  refreshing  gale 

;  of 
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of  Heaven  blew  full  upon  her,  that  she 
could  believe  the  blessings  of  air  and  li- 
berty were  yet  her  own :  the  emotion  was 
too  strong,  and  tears  filled  her  eyes  as 
she  sunk  on  her  knees  in  a  transport  of 
gratitude  and  delight.  V/Iien  recover- 
ed from  the  ecstasy  into  wliich  this 
unexpected  good  fortune  had  thrown 
her,  she  began  to  consider  on  the  best 
plan  for  her  to  pursue.  Alas!  with 
what  a  sickening  sensation  did  her 
]ieart  acknowledge,  that  on  tlie  wide 
surface  of  the  world  there  did  not  ex- 
ist one  being  on  whom  she  could  the 
least  depend,  save  the  honest  old  Bi- 
anca,  and  where  to  seek  her  she  knew 
not.  In  this  exigency,  Gradisca  rose 
to  her  thoughts,  and  w^ith  her  also  the 
desire  to  become  acquainted  with  those 
particulars  she  had  so  long  wished  to 
develope  ;  it  would  therefore  be  better 
to  seek  the  first  opportunity  of  going 

to 
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to  tlie  cottage,  and  then  consult  \v\{h 
the  good  woman  on  some  method  most 
expedient  for  her  safety  and  her  flight. 
In  these  reflections,  and  in  forming  and 
dismissing  a  thousand  schemes,  was  her 
time  spent  till  the  arrival  of  Beatrice.  It 
is  true,  Albenza  the  husband  of  another, 
and  lo-it  to  her  for  ever,  would  obscure 
each  brighter  tint  of  expectation  ;  but 
while  Viola  still  loved,  with  undimi- 
nished tenderness  and  fervour,  a  trea- 
cherous hope  had  ceased  to  be  the  de- 
ceptive   inmate   of  her  bosom.      No 
longer  harrassed  by  incertitude,  or  tor- 
tured   by    suspence,     disappointment 
had  taught  her  heroism,  and  the  down- 
fal  of  her  prospects    in   that  first  in^ 
stance,  made  lier  look  forward  to  moi^ 
insignificant  evils  as  trifhng  and  unim- 
portant :  though  existence  was  a  Inu- 
then,  still  it  was  one  duty  and  yeligion 
commanded  her  to  support,  and   one 
1  hiK 
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she  was  resolved  to  bear  with  dignity 
and  propriety.  *'  It  is  a  terrible,  long 
pull  up  these  dismal  galleries,'*  said  the 
surly  Beatrice,  as  she  placed  her  cargo 
of  provision  on  the  table,  ''  and  I  beohi 
to  think  I  shall  not  pay  my  visits  as 
frequently  as  I  have  hitherto  done ; 
it  will  make  but  little  difference  to 
you,   and''— 

'*  You  do  not  come  again  till  the 
flight  after  to-morrow,  then,"  inter- 
rupted Viola,  with  an  eagerness  that 
she  was  afraid,  a  moment  after,  might 
have  excited  suspicion  in  her  gaoler. 

*'  No,"  replied  the  housekeeper,  *'  I 
believe  I  shall  not.  Truth  to  say,  I 
am  not  over  proud  of  the  office,  parti- 
cularly since  I  hear  the  figure  was  seen 
to  vanish  near  this  part." 
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*' IMERcrruL  God!"    cried  Viola,  \ 

to  whom  the  rememl^rance  of  all  that  j 

had   befallen     herself   now    occurred,  3 

*MVhat  figure  mean   you?"  ! 

*^  It  does  not  come  after  you,  I  sup-  ^ 
pose,"  was  the  insulting  reply.     Viola  ■ 
was  silent,  though  she  felt  alarmed  ;  : 
nor   could   her  late  happy    adventure  ' 
chase  away  the  vapours  of  gloom  and  \ 
superstition  created  by  the  last  words 
of  Beatrice.     For  the  first  time  she  saw  ] 
her  depait  with  regret;    nor  did  the 
thickening  shades  of  night  bring  -with  ' 
them  her   wonted    repose ;    sleep  was 
banished  from  her  pillow,  and  trim-  \ 
ming  the  lamp,  she  continued  to  medi- 
tate on  past  occurrences,  and  endea- 
vour to  divest  her  mind  of  ideas  she  i 
was  ashamed  should  so  much  engross  ' 
it.     Loud   and   hollow  blew  the  wind  \ 
around  the  structure,  and  more  than  j 

once  'I 
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onc€  she  started,  as  tlie  old  brittle 
casement  rattled  in  its  gust ;  she  look- 
ed round  her  chamber,  the  light  cast 
but  a  dim  and  gloomy  ray,  while  the 
sand,  wasting  in  the  hour-glass,  warned 
her  of  the  approach  of  midnight. 

'^  At  this  awful  moment  it  was," 
she  exclaimed,  clasping  her  hands  in 
energy,  '  ^  that  I  sought  the  records  of 
my  unknown  parents."  As  she  spoke, 
a  lov/,  though  distinct  step,  trod  lightly 
through  the  gallery.  ''  Great  God  !" 
she  cried,  rising  hastily  from  her  seat, 
and  darting  towards  the  door,  "  What 
noise  was  that  ?  Mighty  Heaven  !  pro- 
tect me  from  all  perils,  all  dangers  of 
the  night,  all "  Again  the  mur- 
mur of  the  wind  blew  loud,  and  inter- 
rupted her  petition,  while  a  deep  and 
heavy  sigh  echoed  from  the  gallery, 
and  increased  its  terrors.     Viola  now 

re  mem- 
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remembered  the  evening  previous  to 
the  i\farchesa's  death  ;  she  shuddered, 
scarcely  respiicd ;  yet,  agonized  by 
suspense,  and  liardly  knowing  what 
slie  (hd,  burst  tlie  door,  and  beheld 
the  ]\Ionk  seen  by  Albenza  !  ])ut  not 
long  did  her  starting  eyes  gaze  on  tlie 
mysterious  vision  ;  for  it  cast  one  tran- 
sient look  upon  her,  and  then  disap- 
peared towards  the  door  through  which 
she  had  entered  witli  Bernardo  ;  while 
Viola,  uttering  a  scream,  that  \ibiated 
through  the  mouldering  chambers,  rush- 
ed wildly  back  to  her  room,  and  clos- 
ingthe  door,  threw  licrselfon  the  bed  in 
a  state  of  desperation,  from  wliich  it  was 
lono-  ere  she  recovered.  That  a  beino; 
of  preternatural  existence  wandered 
through  the  castle  for  some  great  de- 
sign, whether  of  good  or  evil,  she  now 
no  longer  doubted,  while  the  romantic 
incidents  of  her  own  life,  could  not  but 

favour 
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favour  an  idea,  that  it  bore  some 
analogy  to  herself.  That  she  had  both 
seen  and  heard  the  figure,  M^as  most 
certain  ;  true  was  it  also,  that  she  was 
doomed  to  be  the  comfortless  inmate 
of  its  melancholy  habitation.  The 
thought  struck  cold  to  her  bosom, 
though  the  long  and  fervent  prayer 
she  offered,  proved  at  once  her  inno- 
cence and  reliance. 

The  following  evening,  favoured  in 
the  absence  o£  Beatrice,  was  fixed  on 
by  Viola  to  attempt  her  visit  to  the 
cottage :  for,  from  the  late  horrible 
adventure,  she  was  more  than  ever  so- 
licitous to  quit  her  present  abode  ;  and 
resolved  to  decide  immediately  on  some 
plan  for  her  speedy  conveyance  from 
a  place,  once  the  scene  of  love  and 
happiness,  but  now  only  the  memorial 
of  lost  peace  and  violated  affections. 

VOL.  II.  M  She 


.She  spent  tlic  ensuing  day  in  a  further 
t  Xciniination  of  the  building-.  All  the 
doors  were  fastened  exactly  as  she  had 
left  them  on  the  preceding,  nor  was 
there  any  aperture,  or  sign  of  violence, 
by  which  her  nocturnal  visitor  could 
have  entered.  As  the  approach  of 
evening  advanced,  she  became  fearful 
and  uneasy,  and  a  thousand  times 
mounted  to  the  casement,  to  view  tlie 
road  Icadino'  to  the  vallev,  and  almost 
as  often  was  tempted  to  forego  her  de- 
sign as  hazardous  and  impracticable ; 
.yet,  while  she  one  instant  thought  it 
better  to  submit  to  present  ills,  rather 
'  than  fly  to  others  that  she  knew  not 
of,'  another  she  was  urged  on  by  irre- 
sistible impulse,  while  the  hope  of 
gaining  tidings  of  her  parents,  and  the 
fear  of  passing  the  remainder  of  her 
days  in  her  present  situation,  were  both 
powerful  incitements,  and  involuntarily 

she 
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she  found  herself  at  the  door  leading  to 
the  flight  of  steps,  the  key  grasped 
tight  within  her  hand,  and  her  feet 
moving  forward  with  the  utmost  ra- 
pidity. In  ahout  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
she  reached  the  court-yard,  and  hastily 
bent  her  way  through  the  old  chapel, 
which  led  directly  out  on  a  narrow 
road  extending  to  the  valley.  Here  she 
stopped,  faint,  trembling,  and  breath- 
less, scarce  daring  to  look  back,  yet 
ahiiost  fearing  to  proceed.  She  stood 
for  some  moments,  wavering  and  irreso- 
hite,  till  one  passing  slowly  by,  caused 
her  to  start.  It  was  a  peasant,  whose 
face  she  remembered,  as  a  neighbour 
of  Gradisca's  in  the  valley,  and  of  him 
she  ventured  to  ask,  whetlicr  she  still 
dwelt  there? 

*'  Yes,  Signiora,"  replied  the  man, 

''  I  bcheve  she  starves  there  ;  for  one 

M  2  can 
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<cau  liaidly  call  that  living,  where  folks 
liave  scarcely  a  morsel  to  satisfy  the 
cravings  of  nature."  This  remark  was 
followed  hy  a  shake  of  the  head  and  a 
sigh,  which  was  echoed  by  his  mourn- 
fid  auditor,  who,  on  being  told  he  'was 
returning  home,  requested  permission 
to  accompany  liini  as  far  as  his  route 
lay  her  way.  Tliis  was  readily  agreed 
to ;  and,  among  other  topics  of  con- 
versation, Viola,  pointing  to  the  lofty 
turrets  of  I\Iorano  Castle,  demanded 
if  he  knew  aught  of  its  Lord. 

*^  Truly,  Signlora,  I  do  not,''  re- 
plied the  peasant,  **  and  right  glud  dm 
I  to  be  able  to  say  so  :  for,  by  allac^ 
counts,  th-e  Marchese,  thougii  a  \cry 
great  man,  like  too  many  othefs  of  the 
same  condition,  is  not  a  very  good 
one."  A  long  silence -fcjllo wed  this  ob- 
servation, on  the  part  of  Violet,  whose 

at  ten- 
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*  attention  soon  became  engrossed  by  tbe 
reviewal  of  those  scenes,  so  well  re- 
membered, and  so  dearly  loved  ;  nor 
hardly  could  she  repress  the  starting 
tear,  as  she  traced  the  path  once  im- 
printed with  the  footsteps  of  Albenza. 

*'  You  have  now  only  to  keep  the 
path,'*  said  her  conductor,  stopping  at 
the  door  of  a  small  neat  cabin,  *^  and  the 
cottage  of  Gradisca  is  the  first  you 
will  see  below  the  pass."  Viola  kindly 
returned  his  salutations,  and  a  few 
paces  farther  brought  her,  half  sink- 
ing with  fear  and  trepidation,  to  the 
place  of  her  destination.  At  the  door 
was  seated  Gradisca,  fit  inhabitant  for 
this  abode  of  wretchedness ;  her  eyes 
were  bent  in  gloomy  meditation  on  the 
ground,  while  each  wrinkled  furrow  of 
her  care  worn  countenance,  spoke  not 
the  pensive  language  of  ijiil4  dejection, 
M  3  but 


but  the   tortured  workiiiGfs  of  a  niirul 
gcLKled  with  agony  and  de^pair. 

^' Vv'heri'.  is  Lorenzo?"  (^xclainicd 
Viola,  terrified  by  lier  appearanee,  and 
alarmed  at  sceiai'*lier  alone,  "  Where  is 
Lorenzo?" 

*•  He  sleeps,"  replied  the  woman,  in 
a  liollovv'  voice;  ''poor  youth,  ^vouk! 
tliiit  Ills  sluaiber  were  eternal ':" 

''  You  do  not  hnov/  me,  surely," 
s:ikl  Vi(da,  approaching  and  taking  h^r 
hand  ;  ''  Have  vou  fbrivotten  her  in 
wli  )iTi  you  seemed  to  take  so  pccuHar, 
so  deep  an  interest  ?  Have  you  forgot* 
Xtw  Viola  di  Benincasor  ?" 

*'  Ah,  no  !"  replied  Gradlsca,  rais- 
ing her  languid  eyes,  and  fixing  them 
witli  earnestness  on  her  face,   ''  those 

features 
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features  are  still  impressed  upon  re- 
membrance, though  my  sufferings  liave  - 
somewhat  impaired  it.  Oh,  Signiora  !  ' 
since  last  I  saw  you,  I  have  been  sadly 
treated  ;  yet,  not  for  myself  I  grieve  ; 
not  for  myself  do  I  complain  ;  Lorenzo, 
innocent,  unfortunate  Lorenzo ;  it  is 
for  him  I  sorrow,  and  for  him  I  sup- 
plicate :  But  where,''  she  continued, 
*'  have  you  been  so  long?"  or,  rather, 
Wherefore  now  thus  rash,  as  to  venture 
near  a  being  so  wretched  and  proscribed 
as  lam?"  Viola,  who,  hitherto  lost 
in  astonishment,  had  forgotten  her  own 
perilous  situation,  now  hastily  took  her 
arm,  and  supporting  her  into  the  in- 
terior, briefly  related  all  that  had  be- 
fallen herself  since  their  last  meeting, 
which  she  concluded  with  acquainting 
her  of  her  means,  and  intention  to 
escape  on  the  following  night,  provid- 
ed she  \vould  agree  to  assist  her. 

M  4  **  That 
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**  That  the  tyrannous  and  myste- 
rious cruelty  of  the  Marcheye  has  ac- 
cused you  of  having  aided  my  supposed 
cbpement,  I  am  aheady  apprised  off/' 
continued  Viola  ;  ^'  but  why  he  should 
thus  single  out  one,  apparently  so 
harmless,  for  his  particular  persecu- 
tions, is  a  point,  I  confess,  that  long 
has  puzzled  me.  '* 

During  this  speech,  the  change  in 
Gradrsca's  countetiance  had  be^n  vi- 
sible and  alarfning  ;  her  withered  hand, 
as  it  leant  feeMy  on  the  crutch,  shook 
wkh  emotion,  and  her  whole  frame 
l^came  trembling  and  agitated  :  *'  For- 
beat,"  she  at  length  said,  *^  to  seek 
into  this  dreadful  secret  5  for  know,  it 
is  a  load  of  horror  that  would  shake 
your  Tery  soul  to  be  informed  of! 
Would  to  God  I  were  in  my  grave,  for 
there  only  can  I  hope  to  experience 

tran- 
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^•anquillity  !  Signiora,"  slie  added,  the 
tears  streaming  down  her  pallid  cheek, 
"  ere  to-morrow  night,  Lorenzo  is  lost 
to  me  for  ever  J.  The  Marchese,  not* 
withstanding  my  prayers  and  entreaties, 
has  finally  4etern7ined  that  my  poo-r 
boy  shall  be  lodged  in  a  place  ^ilestiiied 
for  the  reception  of  lunatics,  as  he  wiM 
not  suffer  any  useless  persons  on  his 
4&state  ;  wjliile  I^^dreadful  tli oa.ight  1 
am  to  be  takeai  into  ttie  castle,  asas*- 
sistant  to  the  housekeeper,  and  never 
to  behold  him  more."  Viola  wept ;  she 
looked  around  tbe  cottage,  and  then 
©n  the  weak,  emaciated  being  before 
ber,  with  a  sensation  of  anguish  which 
sjje  had  never  more  keenly  experi- 
enced; "  We  will  all  fly  together  I*' 
^c  cried,  with  quickness ;  **  this^ 
itig'bt,  thisbour,  let  us  depart  1" 

•**  Logk;^  said  Gradisca,  interrupt- 
M  5  ing 
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ing  her,  ^'  how  lowering  are  the  Hea- 
vens ;  they,  my  child,  smile  not  on 
such  an  enterprise ;  aheady  the  distant 
thunder  portends  a  coming  storm,  and 
Avhat  could  I— what  could  Lorenzo 
do?  Yon,  too,  so  young,  so  fair,  sq 
unprotected — what  would  hecome  of 
lis?" 

^'  A.ND-  to-morrow,"    replied  Viola, 
peevishly,   ^' will  be  too  late." 

'^  Let  us  hope  not,  answered  Grar 
disca,  ,with  something  more  of  chear- 
fulness  in  her  tone,  and  as  if  struck  by 
a  sudden  recollection  ;  ■'  yesterday  was 
the  time  appointed  to  tear  him  from 
me;  he  was  then,  though  .better  in 
leasoo,  so  enfeebled  in  body,  as  scarce-  , 
ly  to  be  able  to  quit  his  wretched  pallet :  . 
— A  blessed  hope  now  strikes  me — 
when  they   come    to-morrow,    I  will 

feign 
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feign  him'Avorse;  and  do  you  no\v, 
under  favour  of  the  darkness,  return' 
to  your  prison ;  then  when  the  castle 
clock  tolls  this  same  hour  on  the  ensu- 
ing evening,  repair  hither  again ;  I 
will  adjust  every  thing  for  our  depar- 
ture ;  the  night  will  be  before  us ;  I 
have  a  relation,  porter  of  a  convent 
near  Naples,  and  God,  I  trust,  will  be 
our  guide." 

As  she  finished,  a  loud  peal  of  thun- 
der rolled  awfully  above,  and  seemed 
to  shake  the  feeble  tenement  on  its 
foundation. 

'^  Jesu  Marie!"  said  Gradisca, 
closing  the  lattice,  for  large  drops  of 
rain  now  beat  heavily  through  it: 
**  Jesu  Marie  !  what  a  peal  was  that !" 

Viola  shuddered  as  she  retreated 
M  6  more 
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more  into  the  apartment,  for  the  dark- 
ness was  rapidly  increasing,  the  blast 
howled  mournfully  through  the  woods, 
and  the  flashes  of  vivid  lightning 
made  her  fear  she  should  be  detained 
through  the  night,  and  thereby  hazard 
a  discovery  ere  beyond  the  reach  of  her 
enemies;  again  her  eye  explored  the 
melahdioly  habitation,'  nor  could  she 
repel  the  sombre  and  gloomy  reflec- 
tions that  crossed  her  mind  as  she  con- 
templated hci'  present  companion.  Gra- 
disca,  observing  her  lost  in  medita- 
tion, rose  and  left  the  room^  when 
Viola,  jaded  in  spirits,  and  overcome 
by  the  sulphurous  vapour  of  the  air, 
ventured  to  open  the  lattice,  artd  give 
it  freedom  ;  the  rarn  poured  hi  tcnre^ts, 
while  the  v/hoh  attnt^spliei'e  was  con- 
vulsed, seeming  every  instant  to  dis- 
close sheets  of  hquid  fire,  and  con- 
vinced her  it  would  4>e  impossible  to 

think 


t53 

think  of  returning  that  night;  ytt, 
though  this  prechided  a  repetition  of 
the  horrors  she  had  encountered  withiu 
the  gloomy  turret  of  Morano  castle, 
she  could  as  ill  reconcile  the  idea  of 
remaining  where  she  was  at  present,  as 
check  those  forebodings  which  nov*^  sat 
heavy  on  her  souh  In  a  few  minutes 
her  dismal  hostess  returned  ;  her  looks 
wei>e  more  than  usually  agitated,  a«id 
bore  evident  signs  of  t'Ciror  and  af- 
fright ;  with  an  emotion  she  could  not 
disguise,  she  qiaic^ly  closed  and  barred 
ihe  lattice,  then  sunk,  ti^mbiing-  and 
gasping,  on  a  seat.  Viola  flew  to-, 
wards  her :  **  Hush  1"  cried  Gradisca, 
**  He^rd  you  not  sounds  ?  I — I — am 
ceitain  I  heard  voices  under  the  win- 
dow  ^thcy  spoke  of  Lorenzo !"— "She 

added,  in  a  convulsive  whis^per,  an4 
grai^ping  the  arm  of  Viola — *'  tb^y 
spoke  of  Loreazo  1" 

VlQLA 
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Viola  ^vlth  dilHculty  breathed  ; 
again  the  liglitniniv  darted  through  the 
casement,  arid  another  dreadful  rever- 
beration of  the  thunder  followed;  she 
pressed'  the  cold  hand  of  Gradisca; 
*^  Wliy  do  you  fear?"  she  articulated', 
**  What  dangers  can  threaten  you  ? 
or  who  would  harm  Lorenzo?" — **0h !" 
answered  the  woman,  growing  still 
paler,  and  looking  fearfully  upon  her^ 
**  you  little  think  Lorenzo  is''    ' 

*'  Who  ?"  intetrupted  the  trembling 
Viola:  **  Oh,  mighty  God  !  who  is 
he  ?"  She  clasped  her  hands  together, 
while,  as'  she  stmk  on  her  knees  by  the 
side  of  Gradisca,  the  latter  uttered  a 
loud  shrink,  and  catching  hold  of  a 
small  ivory  cross  that  fell  from  her 
bosrom  on  the  floor,  exclaimed  in  wild 
impetuous"  accents,  "  Whose  was  that 
cross? — how  came  you  by  it?  Oh  yes, 

it 


it  must  be  so  ;  these  features — they 
tell  a  tale  so  true,  so  wonderful,  that 
no  longer  can  I  doubt  the  evidence  of 
my  feelings,  which  own  thee  for  the 
offspring  of — — — 

*'  Then  my  mother  lives!'-  inter- 
rupted Viola  ;  *^  then  I  have  still  a  pa- 
rent!" 

"Answer  me  first,''  replied  Gra- 
disca,  endeavouring  to  assume  compo- 
sure, ^'  and  answer  me  solemnly,  as 
you  would  utter  at  the  great  account,' 
Did  the  March esa  di  Morano  ever  un- 
fold to  youany  circumstances  relating 
to  your  birth  and  family  ?  That  you 
were  the  reputed  child  of  humble  pa- 
rents, is  a  story  I  was  told  in  common 
with  the  rest,  but  could  not  credit; 
for  an  incident  never  to  be  foigotten; 
and. a  face,  indelibly  impressed  on  my 
■  .   •  remeni- 
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remembrance,  were  constantly  reair- 
ring  to  my  mind,  whenever  I  bdiekl 

you.'' 

*'  Alas  !"  replied  Viola,  mpurnfullr, 
*'  that  I  am  ignorant,  both  of  the 
name,  rank,  and  condition,  of  the  au« 
tiiors  of  my  existence,  is  but  too  tj*«ie  ; 
but,  that  there  were  particulars  re- 
specting my  situation,  of  which  I  was 
enjoined  in vk)labk  «eci^cy  by  the  Mar- 
chesa,  is  certain  ato ;  ansd  ti*ust  me, 
my  fiiead,  though  rije  disclosing  them- 
would  now  obtai'Xi  me  lAw  fcaicwledge 
and  possesfjion  «rf  all  I  itt>id  most  va- 
luahle,  noithitrg  tmxler  H£aT?en  eho^uid 
induce  imie  to  coaaamit  a  baseach  vOf  jxojck- 
fid^nce,  a  breach  ©f  lionoiix '! " 

'•*  Liso^GEN  ihen  to  o=nj5,";sai[d  Gja- 
disca,  while  the  admiration  die  tSakt 
%titened^up  her  pensive  icoimtenanoe ; 

**  hstcn 
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"  listen  with  attention  to  rny  M'ordv 
and  if  what  I  am  about  to  re- 
late does  not  prove  I  have  some 
ground  for  my  surmises,  never  put 
faith  in  me  more  :-^— Look,"  she  pro-- 
ceede^I,  pointing  to  a  small  door  at  th^J 
end  of  the  apartment,  *'  in  that  ruinous 
chamber  expired  a  being,  whose  very 
look,  eye,  feature,  were  to  me  so  hke 
your  own,  that  I  could  almost  fancy 
this  the  very  night,  when,  with  her 
i]ftfant,  she  begged  for  shelter  at  my 
cabin  door.  'Twas  such  a  storm  m. 
this ;  now  near  eighteen  years  ago.  I 
had  not  been  long  in  bed  before  the 
cries  of  some  one  in  distress  struck 
faintly  on  my  ear ;  I  started  from  my 
pillow,  and  flew  with  haste  to  the 
mattiass  on  which  Lorenzo  then  re- 
posed in  health  and  peacefulness ;. 
convinced,  however,  that  he  was  in 
safety,  I  concluded  I  had  been  drcain- 
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mg,  and  again  tried  to  compose  iny- 
self  to  sleep  :  but  soon  the  sounds  grew  ' 
louder,   and  presently  a  female  voice 
begged,   for   the  love   of    Heaven,    I 
would  save  her  child.     Oh,   blest   re- 
flection !  which  still  doth  shine  a  ray " 
of  comfort    on   my  gloomy   hours,  I 
flew,  and  succoured  from  the  pitiless" 
element  one  of  the  fairest  creatures  I 
had  ever  beheld,  or  ever  can  see  again. . 
At  the^gate,  faint  and  shivering,   stood 
her,  I    think  your  niothcr.    A  slight 
peasant's  garb,  clinging  with  the  wet,' 
was  all  the  guard  to  save  her  from  the 
cold  ;    while  the  drenched   veil,   with 
lier  long  chesnut  locks,   Avere   spread 
over  the  sleeping  infant  her  white  arms 
pressed  upon  her  bosom.     I  took  the 
child,  and  gently  led  her  into  the  cot- 
tage, wliere,  soon  ha\ing  kindled  a  fne, 
she  began  to  revive  ;  and  Iiaving  swal- 
lowed some  cordial,  which,  A^ith  dilli- 
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her  eyes  :    Ah  !  can  I  ever  forget  theu' 
soft  expression  ?    Slie  first  fixed  them 
in  fondness  on  the  bahe,  and  tlien  with 
sncli  a  beam  of  gratitude  on  me,  as- 
more  than  repaid  me  for  all  I  ever  suf- 
frred  on  her  account.      Having  fresh 
clotlied  the  Httle  girl"  (Viola  started) 
**  with   some  homely,     though   clean 
apparel,  that  had  once  been  Lorenzo^s, 
I   recollected   that  I   had    also  things- 
by  me  of  n-^y  kte  T.ady's,  and  proposed 
to  her  to  change  her  garments,  alledging,- 
those  of  the  deceased  Marchesa  di  Al- 
benza  would  exactly  fit  her.     But  I 
had   scarcely  uttered    the  words,    ere 
she  betrayed  the  most   violent   emo- 
tions; and  bursting   into  tears,    said,: 
she  needed  none,  she  only  wished  to 
die !      With  every    argument    in   my 
power  I  endeavoured  to  ponsole  her, 
entreating  her  to  be  calm,  and  assuring 

her 
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her  no  harm  should  befal  lier  under  a» 
roof,  where  I  begged  she  would  remain 
as  loTtg  as  convenient  to  herself.  Alas  ! 
little  did  I  think  it  was  destined  to  l>e 
ker  final  home.  In  a  tew  hours,  the 
cold,  together  with  the  extreme  agi- 
tation under  which  she  seemed  to  la- 
bour, brought  on  the  most  alarming 
symptoms :  in  turn  she  was  attacked 
by  chilly  damp  perspirations ;  th,en 
again,  raging  under  the  paro:?ty$HaiS  of 
thirst  and  fever.  I  carried  h^x  to  my 
own  bed,  and  watched  near  her  tbrougb; 
the  night ;;  but  by  the  morning,  she 
was  so  ill,  as  to  make  it  necessary  to 
call  in  some  medical  assistant,  wha 
declared  her  di.T'Order  would  inevitably 
prove  fatal.  Never  shall  I  forget  her 
meek  and  saint-like  conduct  on  tho 
occasion ;  a  conduct  she  maintaijied 
to  the  latest;  moment  of  her  exist- 
ence." 

''  And 
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^'  AxD  the  child  ?'*  interrupted  Vi- 
ola *'  You  shall  hear,"  replied  Gra- 
fli&ca,  trimming  the  lamp,  and  looking 
timidly  round  the  gloomy  apartment ; 
*'  in  that  is  the  purport  of  my  story. 
On  that  very  day,  being  apprised  of  her 
Klanger,  she  desired  me  to  send  a  note, 
directed  to  one  of  the  Fathers  of  the 
neighbouring  monastery ;  which  was  as 
<{uickly  answered,  by  the  arrival  of  a 
man  of  serious  aspect,  in  the  gaib  of  a 
peasant,  who,  at  her  command,  was 
conducted  to  her  chamber;  and  after 
more  than  half  au  hour  spent  in  appa- 
rently earuest  discourse,  I  heard  him 
descend  the  stairs,  and  pass  the  wick- 
et. On  returning,  I  found  her  drowned 
in  tears,  and  the  infant  gone;  for  in 
.consideration,  as  she  informed  me,  of 
her  expected  dissolution,  she  had  con- 
signed'it  to  the  care  of  a  relation,  who 
lived  not  far  from  hence;   and  who, 

she 
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she  hoped,  would  protect  and  support 
her.  The  remainder  of  the  day  was  then 
passed  In  prayer,  and  dedicated  to  that 
Creator,  whom  it  pleased  soon  to  put 
a  period  to  her  suflTerings,  and  to  re- 
ceive her  into  that  hlessed  Kingdom, 
of  which  I  am  sure  she  was  a  fit  in- 
habitant. From  that  time  I  have  ever 
been  most  anxious  to  Icarn  the  fate  of 
the  child,  but  my  enquiries  proving 
fruitless,  I  liave  been  obliged  to  forego 
all  hope  of  solving  a  mystery,  which 
unceasingly  occurs  to  my  mind,  and 
much  perplexes  me.  Round  her  neck 
was  tied  that  crucifix,  or  at  least  one 
the  model  of  it,  \\'hich  you  noAV  wear. 
From  the  time  of  her  child's  departure, 
1  saw  it  no  more ;  and  this  it  is   that 

has  led  me  to  suppose" Here  her 

voice    faultered,    wdiile   Viola,    whose 

whole  soul  was  absoabed  in  what  she 

had  just  heard,   remained  still  in  the 

2  same 
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same  attitude  of  attention,  with -her 
eyes  ri vetted  on  the  face  of  her  nar- 
rator. That  she  might  prove  the  ofF- 
.spring  of  the  unfortunate,  whose  latest 
sigh  had  been  breathed  in  her  present 
asylum,  was  surely  probable ;  yet  how 
she  had  become  so  closely  connected 
with  the  late  Marchesa,  Avas  a  circum- 
stance that  filled  her  with  doubt  and 
wonder. 

*'Wtll  you  not  try  to  rest,"  at 
length  said  Gradisca,  breaking  the 
long  silence,  *'  though  I  fear  you  can- 
not much  hke  the  room  I  am  obliged 
to  offer  you,  for  it  is  that  the  Signiora 
died  in  ;  most  willingly  would  I  relin- 
quish my  own  to  your  use,  but  that  I 
dread  were  Lorenzo  to  awake,  and  not 
find  me  Avithin  call,  he  would  be 
alarmed. 

Viola 
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Viola  sighed,  and  for  an  instant 
an  involuntary  sensation  of  melancholy 
superstition  fdled  her  bosom,  yet  it 
was  but  transient;  and  witli  a  hec!rt 
almost  too  full  for  utterance,  she  arose 
from  the  table,  and  pressing  the  hand 
of  Gradisca,.  took  the  lamp  ; — ere, 
however,  she  had  reached  the  decayed 
and  broken  door,  which  led  to  tlie 
stair-case,  a  violent  gust  of  wind 
j^hook  the  cottage,  and  burst  it  forci- 
bly open. 

'^  Santa  Marie  '/'  cried  Gratlisca, 
devoutly  crossing  herself;  *'  what  a 
night  it  is  !'' ''  It  is  indeed,"  re- 
plied Viola,  shuddering,  "  a  dreadful 
one  !  yet  the  blast  howls  but  around 
our  dwelling,  it  can  only  pierce  the 
hearts  of  those,  who  have  reason  to 
tremble  at  the  voice  which  raises  it." 

1  Or  AD  ISC  A 
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Gradisca  .shook  heiv  head  ;  and 
Viola  appearmg  to  acquire  courage 
from  lier  own  reflections,  waved  her 
hand,  and  passed  on  to  the  destined 
chamber.  Scarcely  had  she  looked 
around  it,  when  Gradisca  entered,  and 
seated  herself  at  the  foot  of  the  mat- 
trass. 

''  On^  that  bed  then,''  said  Viola, 
gazing  mournfully  upon  it,  "  on  that 
bed,   perhaps  my  mother  expired  !" 

*^  Aye,"  replied  Gradisca,  ^'  I  could 
almost  fancy  I  saw  her  at  this  moment, 
almosr  think  I  hear  her  last  groan,  and 
witness  her  final  struggle  ; — but  I  for- 
get you  need  repose,  and  will  leave  you 
to  seek  it."  They  now  entered  on 
some  further  particulars  relative  to 
their  projected  schemes  of  escape,  ^vhen 

VOL.   II.  N  it 
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it  Aras  agreed  tliat  Viola  slioulcl  ittuni 
by  break  of  dawn  to  heiprisoii,  and  there 
coUectino*  such  thino-s  as  were  ncces- 
saiy,  repair  in  tlic  evening*  back  to  the 
cottage,  wlicn  they  would  proceed  as 
fast  as  possible  on  tlicir  way  to  Naples; 
M'isely  concluding,  tliat  safety  and  con- 
ceahncnt  were  most  likely  to  be  found 
in  the  heart  of  a  populous  city.  After 
recommending  Iier  to  the  care  of  Hea- 
ven, Gradisca  left\-the  room  ;  while 
Viola  dwelt  on  each  receding  footstep, 
till  they  sunk  in  silence  through  the 
dwcliin<>:.  With  almost  relio-ious  ve- 
11  oration  did  she  now  regard  her  deso- 
late apartment  ;  the  litile  furniture 
which  once  it  boasted,  was  rotting  with 
mildew  and  decay :  and  the  small  case- 
mcnt  window  served  only  to  admit 
the  forked  glare,  which  struck  terror  to 
her  mind;    to  rest  was  impossible,  as 

the 
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the  storm  continued  to  rage  violently  > 
and  sitting  down  by  the  bed,  she  drew 
a  vokime  of  Tasso  from  her  pocket, 
and  putting  fresh  oil  into  her  lamp^ 
began  to  read;  but  she  soon  Avan- 
dercd  from  the  beauties  of  her  poet,  to 
his  sorrows  and  misfortunes  ;  and  while 
pity  and  regret  filled  her  breast,  at  tlic 
recollection  of  his  calamities,  she  could 
not  but  niorahze  on  the  inefficacy  of 
genius  and  talent,  when  want,  ca- 
lumny, and  imprisonment,  had  been 
their  best  reward.  With  the  book 
open  in  her  hand,  she  continued  iu 
deep  rumination,  till  the  bell  from 
the  stately  turrets  of  Morano  castle 
tolled  the  hour  of  one.  Viola  felt 
cold  and  weary,  and  placing  the  light 
in  the  chimney,  was  preparing  to  lay 
down  on  the  bed,  wlien  a  1on\^  murmur 
of  voices,  under  the  window,  dis- 
N  2  tinclly 
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tlnctly  caught  her  ear  ;  and  while  res- 
pinitioii  became  suspended,  she  listen- 
ed ^^i^h  a  kind  of  desperate  expectation, 
that  c;ich  moment  would  preseiit  some 
honible  ligiire  at  her  (h)or.  Soon,  how- 
ever, all  became  still ;  and  concealing' 
the  lamp  behin  1  the  .  bed,  slie  stole 
softly  to  the  window,  where,  after 
remainino;  some  time,  she  beean  to 
think  her  fears  had  b.en  groundiessy 
and  v/as  again  apj)voachi[)g  '  the  bed, 
as  her  eve  cauo;ht  the  shadow  of  a 
dark  form,  whicli  a  nearer  view  proved 
to  be  tliat  of  a  tall,  n.anly  figure,  en- 
veloped hi  a  close  black  cloak.  With 
terror  indescribable  did  she  see  him 
pass  behind  the  thicket,  aiUl  reach  the 
gate ;  how  to  act,  she  knew  not ; 
plunder  certainly  •  was  not  tlie  aim  of 
those  who  visited  this  desolate  abode 
of  poverty.      The  idea  of  Lorenzo  now 

flashed 
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fliij^hcd  across  her  mind ;  rind  witli   it, 
the  strong  conviction,  that  for  some 
hidden  and  mysterious  cause,  he  was 
both  an  object  of  terror  and  vengeance 
to  the  Marchese,  whose  emissaries  she 
did  not  doubt  were  come  to  perpetrate 
some  dreadful  deed  1   The  thought  was 
unsupportable,  for  the  same  tendel',  yet 
undeiinable  sympatliy,  which,  from  the 
first  moment  she  beheld  him,  had  bound 
her  in  unison   to  his    fate,    now  beat 
hio'h  within  her  bosom.   For  some  time 
she  hstened,    in  a  state  of  the  most 
anxious  expectation,  till  the  noise  in- 
creasing, and  voices  being  plainly  dis- 
tinguishable,  she  took  the  lamp  from 
its    concealment,    and   unbarring    the 
door,    softly  descended  to   the  cham- 
ber   where   reposed    the    unconscious 
and  innocent  Lorenzo  :    his  slumbers 
were  uneasy  and  disturbed  ;  stretched 
in  his  clothes,  on  the  hard  and  mise- 
N  (J  rable 
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rablc  pallet,  he  lay  with  one  arm  over 
his  doc:,  while  the  other  concealed  the 
string  with  which  he  was  tied  in  his 
'bosom.  Violas  first  impulse  was  to 
awaken  him  and  alarm  Gradisca ;  yet 
a  minute's  consideration  told  her,  that 
she  would  but  run  the  hazard  of  en- 
countering the  ruffians  in  gaining  the 
apartment  of  the  one,  and  that  in  all 
probability,  the  sudden  surprize  would 
only  plunge  Lorenzo  into  a  paroxysm  of 
raving  an/1  insanity  ;  to  stay  and  watch 
beside  him  was  therefore  lier  iinal  de- 
termination :  "  and  whatever  prove 
thy  destiny,  injured  unfortunate,"  she 
cried,  enthusiastically  raising  her  hands 
above  his  head,  I  will  share  it  wnth 
tliee."  Scarcely  had  she  spoken,  be- 
fore a  step  was  heard  softly  ascending 
the  stairs,  and  Viola  bounded  to  the 
door,  which  she  fastened  with  a  strength 
2  and 
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and  rapidity  at  any  other  time  she  would 
have  been  incapable  of, 

'*  Bt  the  mass  !"  exclaimed  a  roujxh 
voice  on  the  outside,  '^  it  is  a  pelting 
tiight.  I  don't  care  how  soon  this  job 
is  dispatched ;  and  as  for  you,  my  Loitl, 
why  you  seem  to  have  more  qualms  in 
clipping  the  svings  of  this  young  nest- 
ling than" ^— 

*^  Peace  !"  answered  a  tremulous 
tone,  which  came  fraught  with  horrible 
conviction  (for  it  was  that  of  Morano), 
' '  it  will  soon  be  over.  He  sleeps,  I  doubt 
not,  and  the  blow  shall  be  a  sure  one, 
for  rU  do  it  myself;  while  your  dili-* 
gence  in  disposing  of  the  body,  ensures 
reward  for  you,  to  me  security."  The 
manner  in  which  this  was  uttered,  the 
starts  and  catches  of  the  voice,  too  for- 
cibly 
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cibly  l^etrayed  the  little  of  peace  antt 
security  tlieie  was  in  the  breast  of  the 
guilty  speaker.  During  this  short  con- 
ference, to  which  s}>e  had  listened 
with  a  kind  of  frenzied  eagerneiys,  Viola 
had  stood  with  her  back  against  the 
door,  from  which,  however,  she  now 
moved,  conscious  her  strength  wt.s  un- 
equal to  prevent  the  entrance  of  the 
]\Iarchese,  whom  she  momentarily  ex- 
pected in  the  chamber,  and  that  slie 
was  not  only  destined  to  witness  the 
murder  of  an  inoffensive  fellow-crea- 
ture, but  also  to  share  in  his  fate,  ap- 
peared now  most  certain,  ^yith  feel- 
ings almost  bordering  on  madness  slic 
watched  the  countenance  of  the  sleep- 
ing victim,  while  the  blue  flashes  that 
glared  upon  it,  only  increased  its  native 
paleness,  and  added  horror  indiscriba- 
ble  to  the  scene.     To  call  for  help  was 

useless : 
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useless ;  alas  !  it  would  but  expedite 
tlie  designs  of  the  assassins,  and  alarm 
Gradisca,  whose  infirmities  precluded 
all  hope  of  assistance  or  exertion  from 
her:  clinging  round  the  unconscious 
Lorenzo,  she  awaited  the  sequel  with 
despairing  firmness,  as  again  she  caught 
the  voice  of  the  j\Iarchcse,  speaking  in 
a-  low  whisper.  ^'  I  hiave  the  cloak  ready 
beiow,"  said  the  villain  who spokefirst. 
^'  'Tis  weil,"  answered  Mprano.  And 
Viola  had  just  time  to' extinguish  her 
light,  and  conceal  herself  behind  the 
torn  bed-curtain,  as  the  door  was  burst 
open,  and  they  entered. 

''  Leave  me,"  said  the  Marchese 
to  Bernardo,  (whom  Viola  now  recog- 
i\ ized, )  ' '  yet  stay, 1^ — I — had  for- 
gotten ;   1 hope  all  is  safe." 

*'  Aye,    many  is  it,"    replied    the 

Steward, 
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SteM'ard,  ^'  only  Td  counsel  yoii  to 
dispatch,  'tis  long  past  niidnight  ; 
and" '-     "  Have  I  the  da^'cccr  ?'  in- 

OCT? 

terriiptcd  3,roiano,  n^oving  involuu- 
tarily  back  towards  the  door  ;  "  have  I 
ft'ot  the  dai;o:cr  ?'' 

*^  It  sticks  within  your  girdle  there, 
my  Lord/'  answered  the  man  in  a  con* 
tcmptuous  tone,  '*  though  you  seem  to 
have  taken  the  wrong  road  to  make  use 
of  it." 

'*  Hah  !  Did  you  not  hear  one 
speak  r"  exclaimed  the  Alarchese,  the 
big  drops  starting  to  his  livid  fore- 
head. 


'^  Tush  !  it  was  only  llie  owl  scream- 
ing from  the  woods/'  replied  Bernardo, 
impatiently. 


IIo 
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'^  How  quietly  he  sleeps/'  said  Mo- 
rano,  gazing  upon  him  as  he  lay, 
*^  Thou  never  shalt  sleep  more."  He 
now^  drew  the  dagger  from  his  side,  and 
approached  the  pallet.  Viola  hecame 
faint  and  breathless,  while  the  rustling 
she  made  caused  the  Marchese  to  start 
and  call  Bernardo,  who  was  fast  hasten- 
hig  to  the  door* 

''■  Some  one  is  at  hand,  depend  on 
it!"  he  cried,  in  a  tone  of  terror  and 
irresolution,  Mdiile  evxry  feature  of  his 
haggard  face  became  ghastly  and  dis- 
torted. 

**  Why  then  the  sooner  you  con- 
clude the  better,''  answered  the  other; 
*'and  t'were  well  you  gave  him  into 
my  hands  after  all." 

^^TiiEN  do  it  yourself !"  exclaimed 

Morano, 
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Morano,  his  vok^  half  suffocated  with 
emotion,  ''  while  1  wait  on  the  oiU:- 
side." 

Bernardo  now  unsheathed  tlie 
weapon,  aiid  raised  his  arm,  as  Viola 
rushed  frantickiy  from  her  hiding-place, 
and  with  a  shriek  that  echoed  through 
the  cottage,  clung  convulsively  to  the 
terrified  Loren.2:o,  who^  awakened  hy 
the  noise,  gazed  wildly  and  vacantly 
about  him. 

**  My  Lord  !"  cried  Viola,  as  she  still 
grasped  her  arms  around  the  maniac, 
^'  for  meicy,  reflect  on  what  you  do  ! 
Oh  spare  him  !  spare  him  !  For  God's 
sake  embrue  not  your  hands  in  his  most 
guiltless  blood  !" 

*'  Secure  that  meddling  woman  !" 
exclaimed  the  Marchese,    turning  to 

Bernardo, 


Bernardo,  while  he  forcibly  v/rested 
Lorenzo  from  his  hold.  At  this  mo- 
ment, and  while  the  loud  screams  of 
Viola  resounded  in  dreadful  vibration, 
Gradisca  tottered  into  the  room  ;  ter- 
ror, however,  seemed  to  nerve  her  fee- 
ble hand,  and  give  energy  to  her  limbs; 
^  or,  darting  on  Bernardo,  she  had  just 
dashed  the  dagger  from  his  hold,  as 
Morano,  by  a  dextrous  side-blow, 
buried  his  deep  in  the  breast  of  the  un- 
happy Lorenzo,  who,  uttering  one  faint 
and  hollow  groan,  breathed  forth  his 
spirit  in  the  wound. 

**MoNSTER  !"  cried  Gradisca;  '^fiend 
among  men !  Look  on  thy  bloody  work, 
and  if  thy  eyes  are  not  already  cracked 
at  the  fell  spectacle,  let  this  assurance 
blast  thee  to  perdition  : — Thou  hast 
slain  thy  child,  thy  soii^  thy  offspring, 
Devil !  the  oifspring  of  thee  and  Juli- 

voL.  II.  o  ana ! 


ana  !  Justice  !  justice  is  now  within 
my  power  !     I   can—  I  will  discover — 

I  will" She  clenched  her  hands 

'violently  together,  and,  casting  a  look 
vit  anguish  on  Lorenzo,  burst  into  a 
convulsive  laugh,  and  fainted  on  the 
body. 


EXD  or  THE  SECOND  volu:me. 
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